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PEEFACE. 



Ever since I could read Songs, I have loved them. The 
dearest shelf in my book-case is that where rank, shoulder 
to shoulder, in loving brotherhood. Bums and B^ranger, 
Campbell and Herrick. There, too, are those best-loved 
of all book-companions, the volumes which bring together 
the quaint fancies and delicate music of the lyrics of our 
Elizabethan Dramatists and our Cavalier Singers, and 
treasure for ever, in the Songs of Scotland and of Ire- 
land, the sobs and laughs of bygone generations, for 
the admiration and the love of all coming centuries. 
Chaucer, Spenser, Milton, I reverence with awe. They 
are the forests, the mountain ranges, the oceans of our 
literature. But Song-writers are my familiar friends. 
With what ever-new delight I wander through the grassy 
valleys, the daisied fields, the summer orchards, by the 
tinkling rivulets of the land of Song ! The Epic: speaks to 
the brain. It demands that I labour up to a fitting com- 
prehension of its grandeur. The Song sings to my heart, 
and my heart laughs, or answers in tears — what pleasant 
ones ! — to every cry of nature which it utters. " Blessings 
be on them, and eternal praise," who have made the dead 
past to blossom with strange loveliness for the toiling 
present. I, too, would add a flower or two to the great 
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garden of Song, best gladdener of the present, best com- 
forter of the future. For with my love of Songs has 
grown my love of Song- writing, but with ny love of 
Song-writing has increased my knowledge of all that 

• 

constitutes a perfect Song, and, alas I of all the difficulty 
of producing one in any way approaching to perfection, 
especially in this England of ours, to-day. For why is it we 
English have no " Auld langsyne " and " John Anderson, 
my Jo," no " Ae fond kiss " and " Annie Laurie," or, 
to Cross the Channel, no " Le Grenter " or " Lisette " ? 
We have feelings true enough, and deep enough. Nay, 
we have passions to which the noisy sentiment of the 
Parisian is tame. But we scorn to utter them. We shrink 
from exposing them to public view, as if it were to public 
ridicule. We strangle their utterance as we would the cry 
of physical pain. We hold it weak to waste ourselves in 
words. No, we are a people whose feelings are as un- 
demonstrative as they are deep. We are not given to the 
revelations of the confessional or the gesticulations of the 
boards. We would rather that men*s 'eyes should not 
centre upon us. Our feelings are for our bosom friends, 
our homes and ourselves ; we are not talkative Frenchmen, 
to flourish them in the eyes of acquaintances and strangers. 
We have had but one Byron, like Goethe, to use up life 
for art. Nor have we the impulsiveness of our own Celtic 
or semi-Celtic races, who, French in their vivacity, pour 
forth every feeling as it stirs them. And this national 
reserve, this scornful denial of free utterance to passion, 
weighs down the Song- writer into a servile obedience to 
the iron opinion that rules around him. He, too, learns 
to regard only that which is external to himself as fitting to 
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the use of his art. He, too, ahrinks from Bhowing nature 
nndraped. He, too, must thrust aside truth and succeas, 
for tmreality, falsehood, and failure. There must be 
Wordsworthism, Carljleism, Ruskinism, Pre-Raphaelitism, 
in English Song-writing, to give us a Song-literature fit to 
name with that of Scotland. So we have no Songs in the 
sense in which Scotland and France, and even Ireland* 
have them. For Song is the music of feeling, the melody 
of passion, pulsing from the heart as naturally as the 
blood; and, with us, feeling is unnaturally struck into 
self-imposed dumbness. We allow only our £mcy and 
our reason to supply us with Songs ; so, like our national 
music, they are artificial; We have madrigals and laboured 
conceits, not tunes and gushes of fun, of joy, of love, of 
sorrow. Lately we have taken to setting moral maxims to 
popular airs, for the evangelization of our streets, our 
concerts, and our drawing-rooms : but it is cold work, 
this. The fancy speaks but to the fancy, the reason but 
to the reason : we want the heart to speak to the heart. 

" Out of thy own mouth will I condemn thee," will be 
said by the readers of most of the Songs I here print. 
Granted. How is this ? I have loved all styles of Song- 
writing. Loving all, I have attempted all ; nor will those 
who read this volume find it difiicult to trace the in- 
fluence of the cold and polished conceits of Beaumont and 
Fletcher, and Suckling and Carew; the prettiness of 
Haynes Bayley, of Barry Cornwall, and of Moore; the 
fire and nationality of Campbell, of the Jacobite singers, 
and the Young Ireland of the Nation; the nature and 
passion of Gerald Griffin, of Byron, and of Bums ; and 
the dramatic power, the satire, and the sentiment of 
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B^ranger and his compatriote. Thanks to the genius of 
the great Parisian, that diizzling sunbeam that dances and 
glances so brightly through his pages, sparkles and gleams 
fitfully through mine. But let not my readers be startled. 
That Parisian reality, flesh and blood, in " the Grarret " of 
the Circe of cities, is but a "tricksj spirit" here, "of 
fancy bred." In the words of him whose highest glory it 
was to write " Chansonnier " after a name eternal in the 
love and the reverence of Frenchmen — 

Lisette, mSme, h^las ! n'est plus qu*ane ombre. 

I have written nearly four himdred Songs. A few in 
this volume have already been printed and have received 
no cold welcome from the press and the public. Some 
ten years since I conceived the idea of writing a lyrical 
poem composed of Songs, each of which, while complete 
in itself as an independent poem, should form a connecting 
link, carrying on, by the feeling it expressed or the incident 
from which it sprang, the tale which the whole together 
loosely completed. The Song, I thought, might thus be a 
better form in the hand of an English Petrarch than the 
Sonnet had been in that of the great Italian. This project 
I have partly carried out In the past ten years I have 
collected above one himdred lyrics towards such a tale in 
Bongs. Heinrich Heine's " Book of Songs," with which I 
have just formed an acquaintance, is conceived on some 
such a plan. Scott, in his Ballad Romances, Byron and 
Moore, in their Eastern extravaganzas, Wordsworth and 
Coleridge in some of their finest poems, had given to each 
movement of the tale its fit and varying lyrical expression. 

But the publication of " Maud" more nearly approached 
to the realization of my idea, though I had confined myself 
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strictly to the Song ; that is, a poem written to be sung, or 
rather which, by the music it contains in itself, which 
moulds it to the form it takes, forces you to sing it, the 
truest proof of a Song being a Song. Some few Songs 
from this collection I have included in this volume. Should 
their reception encourage me, the rest may venture from 
the safe darkness of manuscript into the dangerous daylight 
of print '^ Shall I publish them ? " is the question which 
this volume puts to its critics and to its readers. Its re- 
ception will be the answer. 
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DREAMa 

Dbeahs that I dream — sweet dreams 1 
The length of a crowded street, 
A ligh^ form tripping to me, 
That makes my &11 heart beat ; 
And a meeting that, thought of, seems 
Too sweet for a thing of dreams : 
Dreams that I dream — sweet dreams ! 

Dreams that I dream — ^wild dreams ! 

A looking in tearful eyes, 

In eyes iSi&t for love of me 

Will not utter the soul's wild cries ; 

And a last farewell that seems 

Too bitter for only dreams : 

Dreams that I dream — wild dreams 1 



A SAILOR'S SONG, 

" Would you be a sailor's wife ? 

" Beware ! 
** Would you share a sailor's life ? 

« Take care ! 
'' For, oh ! a sailor's life must be 
" Spent away on the far, far sea, 
" And little of him his wife may see — 

" Not she." 
Yet still she cried, " Whate'er betide, 

" A sailor's wife Fll be ; 
" For the winds with health his brown cheeks fill, 
'' And the sea's firesh life is in him still, 
" Not the land's weak heart : say what you will, 
« A saUor's wife I'll be." 



A KISS — A SHILE— A SIQH. 

" Would you be a sailor's wife ? 

" Beware ! 
" Would you share a sailor's life ? 

*' Take care ! 
** To the savage sea he is wedded groom, 
" And grief shall your weary life consume, 
'' And widow'd nights and days your doom 

" Must be r 
Yet still she cried, " Whate'er betide, 

" A sailor's wife 111 be ; 
** If weeping partings we must know, 
^ He'll come again though he must go, 
** And, oh I to think he'll come back ! oh ! 
"AsaUor'swiferilbe." 

** Would you be a sailor's wife ? 

" Beware ! 
" Would you share a sailor's life ? 

*' Take care ! 
'* O worse than absence, there may be 
*' A grave for him in the far wild sea, 
" His young babe's face he may never see, 

"Nor thee!" 
Yet still she sigh'd, " Whate'er betide, 

" A sailor's wife I'll be ; 
** For whether the land or deck be trod, 
*' All lie at last beneath wave or sod, 
^ And all are in the hand of God ; 
« A saUor's wife I'll be." 



A KISS— A SMILE— A SIGH. 

A KISS — a smile — a sigh — 
The sweetest that love can give. 
For what but these care I ! 
For these alone I live ; 
Tis these that speed my hours 
Till days like moments fly ; 
O, love, be always ours, 
A kiss — ^a smile — a sigh ! 



O MIGHT I BE THE HAPPT GLOVE. 

A kiss— a smile— a sigh ! 
And why should we ask the last ? 
Ah ! sweet, if sorrow fly, 
Be sure love too has past ; 
'Tis sorrow's presence gives 
The proof that love is nigh ; 
Ask you on what he lives ? 
A kiss — a smile — a sigh. 



THE CAVALIER'S WHISPER. 

'TIS a cloudless noon of sultry June, 

And pleasant it is to win 
The cool thick shade by the chestnut made, 

In front of the wayside inn ; 
And a pleasant sight, with his feather of white. 

Is the mounted Cavalier, 
Who stoops for the cup that the maid gives up. 

With a word none else can hear. 

A moment more — ^from that shady door 

That horseman rides away ; 
And little, I guess, he thinks — and less 

Of the word he bent to say ; 
But many a noon of many a June 

Must pass, with many a year, 
Ere the maiden who heard that whisper'd word. 

Forgets that Cavalier. 



O MIGHT I BE THE HAPPY GLOVE ! 

MIGHT I be the happy glove. 

The happy glove that clasps her hand ! 

But, O more blest, how would I love 
To be her robe's glad girdling band, 

s2 



4 O BUT TO SEE HEB FACE AOAUT. 

For ever press'd, in clasp how warm ! 

What mi^ty raptures there to taste ! 

O Eros ! round her slender waist ; 
O boy-god ! round her living form ! 
Ah ! then what fevering hours were mine 
Of burning dreams and bliss divine ! 

And, O were I the sparkling ring, 
Around her rosy finger worn, 

How to that finger would I cling, 
And there all kingly jewels scorn ! 

O more, that I that neck might touch ! 
That I might one dear instant rest, 
A nestling jewel, on her breast ! 

Ah, sweet desire, for hope too much ! 

Yet what would I not, girl, resign. 

To make such mighty gladness mine ! 

Yet were this more than, love, to me 
The niggard hand of joy could spare, 

O might I for one evening be 
A flower amid your raven hair ! 

Even though it were a dying flower. 
That breathed its gentle life away, 
A sweet white withering jasmine spray, 

But pluck'd to please you one bright hour; 

Even then in death what dreams were mine 

Of burning love and bliss divine ! 



O BUT TO SEE HEE FACE AGAIN, 

BUT to see her face again ! 

O but to hear her speak ! 
To feel her braided raven hair 

Again against my cheek ! 
Cold is the wintry sky without, 

Cold, cold the white snows fall; 
But O, my wintry heart within 

Is colder far than all I 



UNCHAKOED. 

Ah i many a night, in frost and sleet, 

I've waited for her long, 
And felt but summer in the drift, 

Heard in the blast but song. 
Keen drives the wintry gust without ; 

Cold, cold the white snows fall; 
But O, my wintry heart within 

Is colder far than all ! 



A KISS FOR YOUR THOUGHT. 

A KISS for your thought — a kiss 

As sweet as this ; 
And should it in truth, love, be 

Of me, me, but me. 
As, love, indeed it ought, 

m not deny you three. 
A kiss — a kiss for your thought. 

A kiss for your thought — a kiss 

As dear as this ; 
And should it in truth not be 

Of me, me, but me. 
As, laugher, indeed, it ought. 

Your pardon will cost you three. 
A kiss — a kiss for your thought. 



UNCHANGED. 

I ENOW that time will streak with grey 

That raven hair in years ; 
I know those eyes, at last, will dim 

With age as well as tears ; 
Year after year, I know, some charm 

Will from that form depart. 
But well I know, the thought of ma 

Will never leave your heart. 



THIS HEART, ONCE A BEE. 

Through years, and cares, and every change 

That time and grief can bring j 
Through life and death, still wiLl your heart 

To that but closer cling. 
I know that all things else held dear, 

With years less dear will be ; 
But I know unchanged, love, to the last 

Will live your love for me. 



ELLEN, YOU'RE MY ROSE. 

Ellen, you're my rose. 

Not the Summer's queen, 
She her beauty shows 

But when elms are green. 
Her no more 1 see ; 

White fall Winter's snows. 
Yet in your cheek she blooms for me; 

Ellen, you're my rose. 

Spring hung o'er her birth ; 

Autumn heap'd her grave ; 
O'er her odorous earth 

Now the wild winds rave. 
Summer's darling, she 

Fled before the snows, 
Yet in your cheek she blooms for me ; 

EUen, you're my rose. 



THIS HEART, ONCE A BEK 

This heart, once a bee, may have been, love, a rover. 
From bloom to gay bloom sadly given to roam ; 

But now its old season of wandering is over. 
Your sweetness will keep it for ever at home. 

And why did it flutter from flower to flower. 
So £sdse to so many 1 what else could it do ) 



O SUMHEB, PAINT ME HER SWEET UPS. 

What was it but seeking, through every bright hour, 
To find one as fill'd with all sweetness as you? 

Then deem it no proof that this heart must be roving, 
Still doubting it ever from what it has done ; 

It once did but toy, knowing nothing of loving. 
Till, sporting from many, it clung, love, to oneu 



GOOD-BYE. 

GooD-BTE ! the word is lightly spoken 
When ties but lightly bound are broken; 
But in that word, to you and me, 
Is all that never more may be. 

And you and I 

Would gladlier die 
Than utter now " Gk)od-bye — ^good-bye !* 

Good-bye ! to some, O joy — not sorrow I 
It speaks of meeting on some morrow. 
To us, that word can only tell 
A hopeless, endless, last fja.rewell: 

And sob and sigh. 

Our hearts* wild cry. 
Are in that word, " Good-bye— good-bye !" 



SUMMER, PAINT ME HER SWEET LIPS. 

O SuMHEB, paint me her sweet lips upon thy glowing air ! 
Across thy gloom, O Winter, fling the dark night of her hair ! 

O Memory, tender Memory, hear my cry ! 
Give back, give back the loving lips I never more may 

touch ! 
Red ! the geranium's scarlet show'd but poor and pale by 

such ! 
O Memory ! bring but these again, and thou wilt give, how 

much! 
but to see her face again, and die I 
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Yet more, O more, bring me more than yeam*d-for face 

and form — 
The dark eye, misty with its love — ^the blush with passion 
warm — 
All my blood leapt up to answer in the past ! 
O give me not the coral of her curving lip alone, 
But the words in which the quivering heart beat, trembling, 

through each tone, 
And the warm dear silence, more than words, that own'd 
her all my own, 
And the white arms hung around me at the last ! 

O foolish heart, be still, be still ! thy ciy is ever vain 
For the looks, and smiles, and burning tears that shall not 
come again. 
All that never more thy living eyes shall see. 
The buried past is far and cold, and silent in its grave ; 
Its ears are dull and deaf to all thy misery can rave ; 
How poor is Memory's power one fednt, wan, fleeting 
glimpse to save. 
Of all that never — never more may be ! 



DIE, DAY! 

Die, day I die, day ! 
Down — down — downward, haste away ! 
Here, for night and her I stay; 

Die, day ! die, bright day ! 

Come, night ! come, night ! 
Give her — give her to my sight ! 
Bring my joy — my heart's delight ! 

Come, night ! come, sweet night I 



HOW LIGHTLY SLEEPING CUPID LIEa 

How lightly sleeping Cupid lies, 

And smiles, and dreams within my heart ! 
A touch — a tone — his folded eyes 

Awake to sweet life with a start ; 
Or does he sleep, or does he feign 1 

So light his slumbers, scarce I know ; 
Scarce dosed his eyes, when, straight a<i^ain 

Wide-oped, with love they gleam and glow. 

Yet, if to life the slumberer leap. 

Quick at a glance — a touch — a tone, 
How lightly, too, he sinks to sleep. 

How well to many a heart is known ! 
Pout not, sweet lips ; those eyes' bright power 

Rule him with spells but known to few ; 
And should he sleep some erring hour, 

He'll, sleeping, smile, and dream of you. 

What though from out the shadowy past 

Soft laughs he hears — sees dear eyes gleam ! 
Hopes — ^fears — ^that long have lived their last, 

What though their sweetness haunt his dream ! 
How weak their power ! From dreams he breaks ; 

The Past's dear charm no more endures ; 
Beneath your smile he thrills — he wakes. 

His tears — his laughs — his life but yours. 



A WIFE'S SONG. 

O WELL I love the Spring, 

When the sweet, sweet hawthorn blows ; 
And well I love the Summer, 

And the coming of the rose ; 
But dearer are. the changing leaf, 

And the year upon the wane. 
For they bring the blessed time 

That brings him home again. 



10 A SPBINO SONG* 

November may be dreary ; 

December*8 days may be 
As full of gloom to others 

As once they were to me : 
But, O to hear the tempest 

Beat loud against the pane ! 
For the roaring wind and the blessed time 

That brings him home again ! 



A SPRING SONG. 

Long has been the winter, 

Long — ^long — in vain 
We've sought the bud upon the bough. 

The primrose in the lane. 
Long have skies been dull and grey, 

Nipping's been the blast ; 
But, sing 1 Summer's coming ! 
The bee's out at last. 
Sing ! Winter's flying ; 

Summer's coming fast ; 
Humming joy and Spring-time, 
The bee's out at last. 

Loud shouts the cuckoo ; 
The nested elm round, 
Wheels the rook, cawing ; 

There are shadows on the ground. 
Warm comes the breeze and soft. 

Freezing days are past. 
Sing ! Summer's coming ! 
^e bee's out at last. 
Sing ! Winter's flying ; 

Summer's coming fast ; 
Humming hope and Spring-time, 
The bee's out at last. 



11 

FROM A GARRET. 

A LONDON LTSIC. 

Dear wife, the crowded, bustling street, 
Scarce notes your neatness glancing by ; 
Scarce worth a look from those we meet. 
Scarce worth a thought are you and I. 
Or if wealth deigns to stoop its eyes 
A moment to us, wife, be sure 
It sees us only to despise, 
Or pity us as sadly poor. 

And are we poor ? Yes, I confess 
I fear the rich despise my coat. 
Pride scorns, too, Kate, that cotton dress, 
On which you know, Kate, how I dote. 
If wealth be cash in purse or bank, 
Or stocks or rents alone, I'm sure 
For wealth we have not much to thank 
The stars ; nay, we must own we're poor. 

But are these, Kate, the only wealth 1 
Without them all, may we not own 
Riches in youth that laughs with health, 
How often to the rich unknown. 
Without a shilling — forced to earn 
Or do without each meal, I'm sure. 
Rich in content, we've yet to learn 
That in the truest wealth we're poor. 

What if no West-end mansion be 
Our home — if quite four stories high 
Our two white-curtained windows see 
A landscape but of roofs and sky ! 
Mirth loves, I think, the upper air, 
No ennui homes with us, I'm sure. 
Gladness, the best of wealth, is there ; 
And, blest with that, O are we poor 1 



12 TE BOSES, WITH HER BLUSHES, BLOW. 

No opera-box invites the stare 
Of coxcombs, Kate, your charms to see. 
What matters that ? you only care 
To show your beauty, Kate, to me. 
If 'mongst the gods we see the play. 
If poor-drest balls are ours, I'm sure 
Our laughs and happy hearts can say. 
If mirth be wealth, we are not poor. 

And O, our garret, Kate, can tell, 
Although its walls be somewhat bare, 
That friendship loves its comfort well, 
And laughter's always noisy there ; 
And love, who flies from state and fuss, 
Makes ours his dearest home, I'm sure. 
Is he not always, Kate, with us ? 
And, rich in love, can we be poor ? 



YE ROSES, WITH HER BLUSHES, BLOW. 

Ye roses, with her blushes, blow; 
Ye lilies, lift her neck of snow ; 
Thou dusky night, ye starry skies. 
Show forth the dark light of her eyes ; 
Thou rosy morning, steal to earth 
With her gay smiles, her sparkling mirth ; 
You, dewy tears of twilight eves. 
Weep softly, softly as she grieves. 
That ever she may present be 
In all sweet sounds we hear, in all sweet sights we see. 

Thou, Music, with her low tones stir 
Our hearts : thou, Painting, image her ; 
And thou, white Sculpture, let her seem 
To smile from every marble dream 
Of thine,. that she may ever be 
Fair in all fair things shaped by thee ; 



TO THE MEKORT OF ROBERT BURNS. 13 

And thou, O Poet, to her give, 
Sweet, in thy sweetest songs to live, 
So thou, blest Art, shalt give her part 
In all thy lustrous life in man's delighted heart. 



FOR YOU. 

For you — for you — I live for you ; 
And, if I long for fame, 

Tis that I'd give 

A life to live 
For ages with your name. 
I thirst for fame, 'tis true. 
But then 'tis fame for you. 

For you — for you — I live for you ; 

Yes, wealth indeed I crave, 
That all that I 
With wealth can buy. 

You, dearest, you may have. 

I would have gold, 'tis true. 

But then 'tis gold for you. 

For you — for you — I live for you ; 
No day but brings this heart 

Your thought with light ; 

No dream has night 
In which you have not part 
I live, I breathe, 'tis true ; 
But, love, I live for you. 



TO THE MEMORY OF ROBERT BURNS. 
Born Januart 25, 1759. 

And he was bom a century since ! 

What matters that to him ? 
Years dull the fame of peer and prince, 

But his what years can dim 1 



14 TO THE MEMORY OF ROBERT BURNS. 

No ; he whom falser glories dread, 

Old Time, would scorn to wrong 
One laurel on the glorious head 

Of this our king of song. 
Fill ! If cold to his fame there be 

One Scot, him Scotland spurns. 
Up, Scotchmen all, and drink with me, 

" Our glory — Robert Bums !" 

Ah, friends ! old Scotland's heart to warm. 

Another comes not soon 
Like him bestow'd on her in storm 

Upon the banks of Doon. 
O clay-built cot that gave him birth. 

Where is your name not known — 
Your name, poor hut, that gave to earth 

The man earth's proud to own ? 
Fill ! Proud of him we well may be, 

Whose words no child but learns. 
Up, Scotchmen all, with three times three, 

And drink to " Robert Burns 1" 

The very air he breathed is dear 

To all, whate'er their lots. 
O fields he trod ! what heart is here 

But holds you holy spots ? 
O Ellisland ! No Scot is he 

A glow who does not feel 
To hear thy name, or more to see 

Thy lowly roof, Mossgiel ! 
What Scottish heart, where'er it be 

In farthest lands, but yearns, 
Ere death, the very homes to see 

That shelter'd Robert Bums ? 

Twas his our meanest wants to know, 

Our worst toils to endure ; 
But, more — ^to pride and wealth to show 

What souls God gives the poor. 
How little Heaven for titles cares, 

How well his genius told. 



TO THE MEMORY OF BOBERT BUBK& 15 

That rank is but the stamp it bears, 

Thsit man*s the sterling gold ! 
No nobler truth the world can know 

Than this from him it learns, 
The high may be beneath the low. 

Then drink *' The Ploughman Bums !* 

And were they sung so long ago 1 

Well, time but makes more dear 
His songs, that do but sweeter grow, 

And sweeter with each year. 
tender strains, how well you told 

Our fathers' joys and fears ! 
The self-same power to-day you hold 

To speak our laughs and tears. 
Than this that it was his to know. 

That now our reverence earns. 
No nobler power God gives below — 

Then drink, « The Poet Burns 1" 

Flow on, Ayr — O Nith, flow on — 

Sofb murmur of his praise 
Who shower'd yet richer charms upon 

Your bonny banks and braes ! 
Through him how many a dear, dear scene 

A sweeter beauty fills ! 
More green your valleys' tender green. 

More dear your heathy hills ; 
Where breathes the Scot who, i&r or near. 

But to old Scotland yearns 1 
Then fill to him who made more dear 

Her hills and vales, — ^to " Bums !* 

O poet ! let thy heart rejoice 

Wherever now thou art ; 
Thy songs still live in every voice. 

Still throb through every heart. 
In every dime those songs are heard ; 

What nations from us spring ! 
And still, where sounds an English word, 

O Bums, thy songs they sing ! 



16 PRITHEE TELL ME WHEEIE LOYE DWELLS. 

And long as hearts shall sink and swell 
With grief and mirth by turns. 

Those songs our joys and griefe shall tell — 
Then drink to ** ilobert Bums !" 

And O, not only through our days 

Shall " Auld lang syne" be sung, 
And, praised with tears, " Ye banks and braes/ 

Shall linger from each tongue. 
To those dear words, to unborn eyes 

Unbidden tears shall steal, 
While time an English heart supplies 

Their tender charm to feel. 
Then up ! to him your glasses raise 

To whom your love so yearns, 
Whom unborn hearts shall love and praise, 

Up ! Scotchmen, — " Kobert Bums !" 

Yet let not Scotland rise alone 

To this our loving toast ; 
No ; England claims him as her own. 

Her glory and her boast. 
Then up — up all ! — and fill with me 

Your glasses to the brim ; 
Our common pride he well may be, 

Let all, then, drink to him. 
The fame of him whose matchless songs 

No English tongue but leams, 
To all of English blood belongs ; 

Fill all— to " Robert Bums 1" 



PRITHEE TELL ME WHERE LOVE DWELLS. 

Prithee tell me where Love dwells ! 
'Neath a forehead whiter far 
Than the whitest lilies are ; 
'Neath a drooping lash of silk 
Blacker far than carven jet. 



A WINTER SOKO. 17 

Drooping from a lid of milk 
Veinid deep with violet ; 
Find me these, and each one tells 
Where the wildering urchin dwells. 

Yet still ask you where he's dwelling ? 
Where a brow is, purer than 
The white bosom of the swan, 
Hounded with a night more rare 
Than was ever hung on high, 
Sleeping round in braided hair 
Brooding o'er a raven eye, 
O'er an eye all eyes excelling ; 
Find me these, and there he's dwelling. 

If one steal upon him there. 
Tell me — teU me — shaU I seize 
Love, the troubler of mine ease ? 
Questioner, nay, I say not so, 
And his will I read aright ; 
There his presence ne'er tliou'lt know; 
Never there he'll glad thy sight ; 
For but yesternight he sware, 
Only I should find him there. 



A WINTER SONG. 

Cbackle and blaze, 

Crackle and blaze, 
There's snow on the housetops; there's ice on the ways; 

But the keener the season 

The stronger's the reason 
Our ceiling should flicker and glow in thy blaze. 

So fire — piled fire, 

Leap, fire, and shout ; 

Be it warmer within 

As 'tis colder without. 
And as curtains we draw and around the hearth close. 
As we glad us with talk of great frosts and deep snows, 

C 



18 A SMILE — IT WAS BUT A SMILE. 

As redly thy warmth on the shadowM wall plays, 
Well say Wiiiter's evenings outmatch Summer's days, 
And a song, jolly roarer, well shout in thy praise ; 

So crackle and blaze, 

Crackle and blaze, 
While roaring the chorus goes round in thy praise. 

Crackle and blaze^ 

Crackle and blaze. 
There's ice on the ponds; there are leaves on the ways; 

But the barer each tree 

The more reason have we 
To joy in the summer that roars in thy blaze. 

So fire, piled fire. 

The lustier shout 

The louder the winds shriek 

And roar by without, 
And as, red through the curtains, go out with thy light 
Pleasant thoughts of warm firesides across the dark night, 
Passers by, hastening on, shall be loud in thy praise ; 
And while spark with red spark in thy curling smoke plays; 
Within, the loud song to thy honour we'll raise. 

So crackle and blaze. 

Crackle and blaze. 
While roarinsr the chorus goes round in thy praise. 



A SMILE— IT WAS BUT A SMILE. 

A SMILE — ^it was but a smile, 

Yet it set my stirr'd heart thinking, 

And dizzied my dancing brain, 
As if with joyous drinking. 

A word — ^it was but a word. 

Yet on my heart's hush'd hearing 

It fell with a quick glad start. 

And shook it with hopes and fearing. 



THE WRECKED HOPE. 19 

A kissr— a long heart's kiss, 

And I — I knew not whether 
I breathed earth*s air or heaven's, 

As our hot lips dung together. 

A kiss — a last wild kiss, 

A kiss, how wild with sorrow ! 
And does it all end in this, 

In a night that knows no morrow ! 



THE WRECKED HOPE. 

Thebe's a low soft song in a chamber, 

Where sits, in the darkening room, 
A young wife, lulling her babe to rest, 

Scarce seen in the deepening gloom ; 
And her song to her babe is telling 

How in hope and in joy she sees 
The white sails homew^ swelling 

To the strain of a favouring breeze. 
The good ship bearing its father home 

From the far wild southern seas. 

There's a dim drear moon careering 

Through the dark grim clouds on high, 
And a waste of billows tossing 

Beneath the stormy sky. 
And a wave-wash'd form upheaving 

At times to the moon's wan gleams. 
Around which the wild sea rages. 

And the grey gull wheels and screams : 
And the form is his of whose safe return 

Afar his young wife dreams. 



c2 



20 



GOD SAVE THE QUEEN ! 

FRIENDLY HINTS TO TRANSATLANTIC FRIENDS. 

Brothers, with all you boast of so. 

So much in love I am, 
At times republican I grow, 

Then, " Long live Unde Sam ! " 
But when of Uncle Tom I think, 

And what slave-auctions mean. 
Again to loyalty I shrink ; 

Tis then, *• God save the Queen I" 

Let a Crimean campaign come. 

All Yankee straight I am, 
I dan\ our lords and lordlings some. 

Then, **Loug live Unde Jiiun !" 
But when I think of Kansas, friends^ 

And all her judges screen. 
Good faith ! my Yankee fever ends ; 

Ah, then, " God save the Queen !" 

When I think what Court spangles cost, 

And Court tom-fooleries damn. 
My rage for thrones is somewhat lost. 

Then ** Long live Unde Sam 'Z 
But when I tliink what Presidents, 

And White House contests mean. 
My scorn of Courts somewhat relents ; 

Tis then, *' God save the Queen !" 

When, darn them ! tax-collectors call. 

Straight off in thought 1 am ; 
U. S. ^ill free me fiwm them all, 

So, '* Long live Unde Sam !*" 
But when I thiuk of bowie-knives. 

And what revolvers mean. 
And feel IVe not a hundred lives. 

Ah, then, '* Uod save the Queen !'* 



GOD SAVE THE QUEEN ! 21 

At times, of Marquis, Duke, and Earl, 

So sick and tired I am, 
Hard words at all the tribe I hurl. 

Yea, " Lung live Uncle Sam !** 
But when I think, by titles bored. 

You, too, do somewhat lean 
To such things — Sam, you love a lord. 

Well, well, " God save the Queen !** 

Often, by old-time fooleries fired, 

Game-Laws and all I damn, 
Of church, church-rates, and church-courts tired. 

Ah, " Long live Uncle Sam !" 
But when I think of Lynch, the judge. 

And what his verdicts mean, 
All, back to loyalty I budge; 

Yes, then, " God save the Queen !" 

When, startled by the mighty pace 

At which you move, I am. 
While we seem lagging in the race, 

Then, " Long live Uncle Sam !" 
But when I think your wondrous growth 

More slaves and chains may mean, 
To be a Yankee straight Pm loth. 

Ah, then, " God save the Queen !" 

God bless them ! Vanguards of the free. 

In wrnth at times I am 
With both, but proud I guess we be 

Of you, O Uncle Sam ! 
And you, we know your noise and fuss 

At us, but love can mean ; 
Tve heard you cry at times with ua. 

Yes, Sam, " God save the Queen 1" 



1858. 
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rVE WATCHED YOU FROM THE SHORE. 

FvE watched you from the shore, 

And IVe watched you to the ship. 
With a quick tear in the eye, 

And a quiver on the lip; 
And distance hides at last, 

From where, cold and still, I stand. 
The last gaze of your shoreward look. 

And the last wave of your hand. 

m 

TouVe shed the latest tear 

That my cheek will ever wet, 
And, in their latest kiss. 

Our parted lips have met; 
And, it*s O that I could die. 

To think, as here I stand, 
I shall never hear your voice again. 

Nor again shall dasp your hand I 



OVER THE SEA. 

Over the sea — over the sea — 

O but my heart is over the sea ! 
Northern wind, northern wind, O might I be 

Borne on thy shrilling blast 
Over the sea i 

Over the sea — over the sea, 

O but her heart is over the sea ! 
Northward the white sails go ; northward to me 

O but she longs to fly 
Over the sea ! 
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OPE, FOLDED ROSE ! 

Ope, folded rose ! 
Longs for thy beauty the expectant air; 
Longs every silken breeze that round thee blows; 
Tha watching summer longs to vaunt thee fair; 

Ope, folded rose ! 

Ope, folded rose ! 
The memory of thy glory lit the gloom. 
The dull gray gloom of winter and its snows; 
dream of summer in the firelit room. 

Ope, folded rose ! 

Ope, folded rose ! 
The thrush has stUl'd the rustling elm with song; 
The cuckoo's call through shadowy woodlands goes; 
May is the mom ; why lingerest thou so long ? 

Ope, folded rose ! 



WISHES. 

Ok Bramshill's terrace walks Lady Clare; 

O were I the purple peacock there, 

That's petted and smooth*d by her hand so fair ! 

Lady Clare strolls through Bramshill's grounds ; 
O were I one of those white greyhounds 
That, patted by her, break off in bounds ! 

O happy fEdcon ! might I stand. 
Hooded and jess'd, on Lady Clare's hand. 
To stoop at the heron at her command ! 

In Bramshill's chamber a cage is hung ; 

O that to its gilded perch I clung. 

To be coax'd by her as I scream'd and swung ! 

were I the silver cross, so blest ! 
in Bramshill's chapel, devoutly press'd 
By Lady Clare to her heaving breast ! 



% f 



24 mary! mabt! 

Bat, ah ! that I were the locket of pearl 
In her bosom hid ! or, more blest, l3ie curl 
It treasures ! O prized love-gage of the Earl ! 

Hide on, O Eari, by her palfrey's side ! 
O that I by Lady Clare might ride ! 
That she were to be, O Earl, my bride ! 



A SUMMER INVOCATION. 

O GENTLE, gentle summer rain. 

Let not tibe silver Hly pine. 
The drooping Hly pine in vain 

To feel that dewy touch of thine. 
To drink thy freshness once again, 
O gentle, gentle summer rain. 

In heat, the landscape quivering lies ; 

The cattle pant beneath the tree ; 
Through parching air and purple skies, 
^ The earth looks up in vain for thee : 
For thee, for thee, it looks in vain, 
O gentle, gentle summer rain. 

Come thou, and brim the meadow streams, 
And soften all the hills with mist ; 

O falling dew, from burning dreams, 
By thee shall herb and flower be kiss'd : 

And earth shall bless thee yet again, 

O gentle, gentle summer rain. 



MARY ! MARY ! 

The grass is long above thy breast; 

The day is o'er thy head ; 
I'm lying on thy early grave, 

Yet cannot think thee dead : 
I cannot think that from my love 

Thou art for ever fled, 

Mary ! Mary I 



MABT ! MABT ! 2:> 

Thou hear'st my sobs — the groans uncheck*d, 

I utter for thy sake ; 
Alas ! I dream a weary dream, 

From which I cannot break — 
A ghastly dream — a fearful dream ; . 

And shall I never wake, 

Mary ! Mary ! 

No more ! to hear thy voice no more ! 

No more thy smile to see ! 
In groans IVe said it o'er and o'er, 

Yet cannot think 'twill be. 
How can I think that thou art gone, 

For ever gone from me, 

Mary ! Mary ! 

Through life to live without thy love ! 

To live, and live alone ! 
Till now that thou indeed art gone. 

It was a thought unknown. 
How could I dream of losing thee. 

My own — ^my fond — ^my own — 

Mary ! Mary ! 

Why art thou taken from my love ! 

O Heaven ! what sin is mine, 
That thus in the full flush of life 

Thou should'st our lives untwine ! 
That thus, so early, ere her time, 

Thou, Heaven, should'st make her thine ? 

Mary ! Mary ! 

My name was ever on thy lips 

When life was ebbing fast ; 
The thought of me was with thee, love, 

The dearest and the last, 
O tell me, in the dark, cold grave, 

From thee it hath not pass'd, 

Mary ! Mary ! 



26 THE HOMEWARD WATCH. 

Was it for this I left thee, love, 
For many a weary year, 

In care to struggle on to wealth, 
That but for thee was dear, 

In joy at last to seek thee, love, 
And find thee lying here, 

Mary ! ^lary ! 

Hear me, thou hope — thou only joy. 
Thou one dream of my heart ! 

Death sunders only to rejoin; 
Whatever, where'er thou art. 

Hear thou the voice of my despair. 
Not long — not long we part, 

Mary! Maiy! 



THE FOKSAKEN. 

It's there that she loves to sit, > 
By the cool sea-breezes fann*d. 

With her babe 'neath the bending palms 
That shadow that island strand. 

Her dusky brow has a calm 
Too deep for a face so young ; 

And too wildly, sadly sweet 

Are the songs to her infant sung. 

And there, through the weary day, 
She keeps from that lonely shore 

Her watch o*er the distant sea, 
For a sail that will come no more. 



THE HOMEWARD WATCH. 

The sailor the deck is pacing, 
And he hums a rough old song, 

Bearing north from its southern whaling, 
As the good ship drives along ; 



NO more! 27 

And his thoughts with hope are swelling, 

For his watch it well may cheer. 
To know that at last he speeds to her 

He has left for many a year. 

And she, in the darkened chamber 

Where day is tum'd to night, 
By the candle dimly lighted, 

She lies in her shroud of white ; 
Closed eye, and cold, cold cheek; 

The slumber of death sleeps she. 
Of meeting with whom he's dreaming 

In his homeward watch at sea. 



NO MORE ! 

OoD ! how often memoiy tries, 
O God ! how ofb in vain. 

Once more to look on those dear eyes 

Mine may not see again ! 
A dim sweet glance, half lost, half seen, 

Remembrance may restore. 
The tears — ^the passion that have been, 
No more they come— no mbre, 
Lizzie, 
O Lizzie, never more ! 

1 dose my eyes; O once that face. 
But once again to see ! 

It comes; how cold ! no — not a trace 

Of all that used to be ! 
O weary day ! wakeful night ! 

That vanish*d face restore ! 
Qone — gone for ever from my sight. 
No more it comes — no more, 
Lizzie, 
Lizzie, never more ! 
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PKITHEE WHAT HATH SNARED THEE, 

HEART? 

Pbithee what hath snared thee, Heart ? 
Is it, say, a honeyed lip 
0*er whose coral bloom thy thought. 
Bee-like hovering, hath been caught. 
And, but loitering there to sip, 
From its sweetness could not part ? 
Prithee what hath snared thee. Heart ? 

What hath caught thee. Fancy mine 1 

Is it, say, a laughing eye, 

The fair heaven of whose blue 

Idly thou went'st wandering through. 

Till thou, silly butterfly, 

Could'st not quit its charm'd sunshine ? 

What hath caught thee, Fancy mine ? 

What hath witch'd thee, sober Thought ! 
Say, was it a diamond wit 
That, as thou wast straying near. 
With its spells so took thine ear. 
That thou could'st not fly from it. 
All in strange enchantment caught ? 
What hath witch'd thee, sober Thought ? 

No, though lip and wit, awhile, 

And the glory of an eye. 

You, perchance, had captive held. 

Soon their charms you back had spell'd| 

Soon their witchery leam'd to fly ; 

Prisoners to her smile ye be ; 

What from that shall set you free ? 
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O WEARY THOUGHTS, BE STILL 1 

O WBABY, weary thoughts, be still ! 

O life — ^why should life be 
A thing for only vain regrets 

And bitterness to me ! 
For love to give or to withhold. 

Is all our power above ; 
O fate, why did we ever meet I 

Why ever did we love ! 
If love were sin, to sin or not 

Was all beyond our will. 
Alas, why should my life be grief ? 

O weary thought^ be still ! 

A hard, hard lot, I know is mine 

Of work and want and scorn ; 
And yet with what a gladness all 

With him I could have borne 1 
With him, what fate had I not shared, 

Content, that life had given ! 
With him, with what of pain and want 

Had I not tearless striven ! 
O why should love, so blessing some, 

My days with misery fill ! 
Alas, why should I long to die ! 

weary thoughts, be still ! 

Who say, not all the wealth of earth 

Can happiness impart 1 
Alas, how little do they know 

How want can break a heart ! 
How want has stood 'twixt suuder'd lives. 

Lives parted through the shame, 
That station, wedding poverty. 

Had link'd unto its name. 
O God, what different life were mine 

If it had been thy will 
My lot with his had equal been ! 

O weary thoughts, be still ! 
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Another with his love is bless'd ; 

I am another*s now; 
Between us yawns for evermore 

A double holy vow; 
But years must deeper changes bring 

Than change of state or name, 
Ere, early love and thoughts forgot, 

Our hearts are not the same. 
Alas, the feelings of the past 

Our lives must ever fill I 

would — O would I could forget ! 
weary thoughts, be still ! 

1 know — ^I know, to think of him 

As once I thought is sin. 
But all in vain I strive my mind 

From its old thoughts to win ; 
His treasured words — his low fond tones 

My eyes with tears will dim ; 
My thoughts by day — ^my dreams by night, 

Will fill themselves with him ; 
And what we were, and what we are, 

Comes back, do all I will. 
Alas, why did I ever live ? 

O weary thoughts, be stiU ! 

There's love within my husband's looks 

That I with joy should see ; 
Alas, it brings another fjEice 

That once looked love on me ! 
And tears will even dim my gaze 

Upon my baby's face. 
As not a look I see it wear 

That there Td thought to trace. 
O why should thus the joys of life 

With grief mine only fill ! 
Alas, why did I ever live ! 

weary thoughts, be still ! 

O men ! O men ! God never will'd 
That lives, that nature meant 
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To bless each other's days, by you 

Asunder should be rent. 
A deadly sin he surely holds 

The worldly thoughts that part, 
For chance of birth or chance of wealth, 

A heart from any heart. 
World, world, thou crossest God, his earth 

With broken hearts to fill. 
Alas? how blest might ours have been ! 

O weary thoughts, be still 1 



MAY-DAY SONG. 

Out from cities haste away. 
This is Earth's great holiday ; 
Who can labour while the hours 
In with songs are bringing May 
Through the gaze of buds and flowers, 
Through the golden pomp of day 1 

Haste, O haste ! 

Tis sin to waste 
In dull work so sweet a time, 

Dance and song 

Of right belong 
To the hours of Spring's sweet prime. 
Golden beams and shadows brown. 
Where the roofs of knotted trees 
Fling a pleasant coolness down, 
Footing it, the young May sees ; 
In their dance the breezes now 
Dimple every pond you pass ; 
Shades of leaves, from every bough 
Leaping, beat the dappled grass. 
Birds are noisy — ^bees are humming, 
All because the May's a coming; 
All the tongues of nature shout — 
Out from towns, from cities out ! 
Out from every busy street ! 
Out from every darken'd court ! 
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Through the field-paths let your feet 

Lingering go in pleasant thought ! 

Out throu^ dells the violefs haunting ! 

Out where golden rivers run ! 

Where the wallflower's gaily flaunting 

In the livery of the sun ! 

Trip it through the shadows, hiding 

Down in hollow winding lanes ! 

Where through leaves the sunshine gliding 

Deep with gold the woodland stains ! 

Where, in all her pomp of weeds, 

Nature, asking but the thanks 

Of our pleasure, richly pranks 

Painted heaths and wayside banks, 

Smooth-mown lawns and green deep meads I 

Leave the noisy bustling town 

For still glade and breezy down ! 

Haste away 

To meet the May, 
This is Earth's great holiday ! . 



THE TOKCH-RACE. 

Flash on the torch, bright as it shone 

Ere Athens, foremost in the race, 
Athens, so swift who bore it on, 

Exhausted, gave to Sparta place ; 
Fierce flamed it in that iron clasp, 

Li Thebes' free hold how next it shone ! 
Then Greece resign'd it from her grasp ; 

On — flash the torch of freedom on ! 

Then she the savage she-wolf found. 

Who by the Tiber made her lair, 
Caught the bright glory with a bound. 

And, shouting, whirl'd it on through air ; 
Through trembling nations on she passed, 

Till on the North the splendour shone. 
That tore it from her grasp at last ; 

On — ^flash the torch of freedom on ! 
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Then, feebly borne, it flickering kept 

Its wavering course till Milan came 
To glorious youth, and forward leiipt, 

And toss'd along the living flame ; 
Nor, of Italians daughters, sole 

Was she on whose fair form it shone ; 
Fair Florence swept it towards the goaL 

On — flash the torch of freedom on 1 

Then fiery Ghent the splendour flash'd 

Bed onward through the night around ; 
On with its glare Helvetia dash'd 

From fierce Morgarten, bound on bound; 
From Spain's fell grasp, free Holland burst; 

On Leyden's deluged walls it shone ; 
It glared where Haarlem dared war's worst 

On — flash the torch of freedom on ! 

Then England, with a mighty cry, 

A cry that through the earth still rings, 
Caught the bright splendour, whirl'd it high, 

And flamed it in the eyes of kings ; 
Trembling, earth's tyrants heard her shout ; 

On Naseby's ranks the fierce glare shone ; 
It flared along the Boyne's red rout; 

On — flash the torch of freedom on ! 

Thrice, fiery France, through shriek and yell, 

Eight on the streaming glory bore ; 
Thrice from her gory grasp it fell. 

Her grip that strains for it once more. 
How Belgium seized it, fame can tell ; 

How from Sardinia's hold it's shone, 
The night of Italy knows well. 

On — flash the torch of freedom on ! 

And thou, O Anak of the West, 

Thou who hast frill-grown sprung to birth. 

Young giant, how shalt thou be blest 
To stream its glory round the earth ! 

D 
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Thou great one, sprang from this great land, 
Long from our grasp its splendour's shone; 

Thou hast its glory from our hand. 
On — ^flash tibie torch of freedom on ! 



THE WIFE'S APPEAL. 

don't go in to-night, John ! 

Now, husband, don't go in ! 
To spend our only shilling, John, 

Would be a cruel sin. 
There's not a loaf at home, John ; 

There's not a coal, you know ; 
Though with hunger I am faint, John, 

And cold comes down the snow. 

Then don't go in to-night ! 

Ah, John, you must remember. 

And John, I can't forget, 
When never foot of yours, John, 

Was in the alehouse set. 
Ah, those were happy times, John, 

No quarrels then we knew. 
And none were happier in our lane, ^ 

Than I, dear John, and you. 

Then don't go in to-night ! 

You will not go ! John, John, I mind, 

When we were courting, few 
Had arm as strong or step as firm 

Or cheek as red as you : 
But drink has stolen your strength, John, 

And paled your cheek to white, 
Has tottering made your young firm tread, 

And bow'd your manly height. 

You'll not go in to-night ! 

You'll not go in ? Think on the day 
That made me, John, your wife. 
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What pleasant talk that day we had 

Of all our future life ! 
Of how your steady earnings, John, 

No wasting shoidd consume, 
But weekly some new comfort bring 

To deck our happy room. 

Then don't go in to-night ! 

To see us, John, as then we dress'd, 

So tidy, clean, and neat, 
Brought out all eyes to follow us 

As we went down the street. 
Ah, little thought our neighbours then, 

And we as little thought. 
That ever, John, to rags like these 

By drink we should be brought. 

You won't go in to-night ! 

And will you go ? U not for me. 

Yet for your baby stay ! 
You know, John, not a taste of food 

Has pass'd my lips to-day ; 
And teU your father, little one, 

Tis mine your life hangs on ; 
You will not spend the shilling, John ? 

You'll give it him 1 Come, John, 

Come home with us to-night t 



DRAW DOWN YOUR VEIL. 

Draw down your veil; 
Those laughing eyes 
Must only tell 
To mine the tale 
Their bright replies 
Can glance so well ! 

Have I to learn. 
Pout not your lip ! 
How some you meet 
d2 
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Will backward turn. 
To watch you trip 
Along tlie street ? 

Nay, you and I 
Could doubtless tell 
How once those eyes. 
As one .went by. 
To his, too well 

Laugh'd sweet replies 



LISETTE IN AUSTRALIA. 

They say that, while here, Liz, 

Our winter we know, 
The skies of your far land 

With bright summer glow ; 
That June's blushing roses 

For you, love, appear, 
While bloomless December 
And &osts dull us here ; 
So still may kind fate, love. 

My heart's fond will do^. 
To me give the winter, 
The summer to you. 

Yes, if both our paths, Liz, 

May not feel the sun, 
If gloom be for one, Liz, 
And light but for one ; 
If but one through sunshine 

And roses must go, 
One, fortune's bleak blasts still 
Be doom'd, Liz, to know : 
Oh ! still may kind fate, love. 

My heart's fond will do. 
To me give the grief, Liz, 
The gladness to you ! 



PIERRE JEAN DE B^RANOER. 3! 

PIERRE JEA.N DE B^RANOER 

Jdly 18th, 1857. 

The King of Song is dead ; 
People, upon thai throne 
Whose words all hearts obey'd, 

To-day death sits alone ! 
Yes; he who, like to death, 

From kings rent throne and crown, 
To-day yields up bis breath, 
Himself by death struck down. 
People, no tear need start; 

By France his songs are sung ; 
He lives in every heart ; 

He speaks from every tongue. 

No — no ; he cannot die ; 

Still Lives that matchless voice. 
With sorrow still to sigh, 

With laughter to rejoice. 
Poor girl, the needle ply, 

His voice your work shall cheer ; 
Workman, your long hours fly, 
His kindly words you hear. 
People, no tear need start ; 

By France his songs are sung ; 
He fives in every heart ; 

He speaks from every tongue. 

What garret but shall tell 
How dear to its grisette 
Is all he sang so well, 

Of love and his Lisette 1 
You hear that jolly shout ; 

There, where those students dine. 
His wit they thunder out. 
As mad with song as wine. 
People, no tear need start ; 

By France his songs are sung ; 
He lives in every heart ; 

He speaks from every tongue. 
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Speeding the weary plough, 

" The People's Memories" comes ; 
Hark, " The Old Corporal'' now 
On guard that soldier hums ; 
List ! with his " Garret" gay, 

That clanging smithy rings ; 
Whiling his watch away, 

His " Jaques" the sailor sings. 
People, no tear need start ; 

By France his songs are sung ; 
He fives in every heart ; 

He speaks from every tongue. 

There prowls the listening spy; 
Ah ! " Judas" dogs him stOl ; 
There steals the Jesuit sly, 

Song-mock'd, go where he will ; 
Tyrants and tyrants' tools. 

His songs their work still do ; 
He lives still, knaves and fools. 
To scourge and scoff at you. 
People, no tear need start ; 

By France his songs are sung ; 
He lives in every heart ; 

He speaks from every tongue. 

People, he claims your rights ; 

People, he tells your wrongs ; • 
Still in your ranks he fights, 

Immortal in his songs ; 
What Freedom dares not say. 
Your tyrant hears her sing ; 
Hark ! with his songs to-day 
Workshop and winehouse ring. 
People, no tear need start ; 

By France his songs are sung ; 
He fives in every heart ; 

He speaks from every tongue. 
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Frenchmen, lie lived for you ; 

Through evil and through good, 
To France and Frenchmen true, 
Still for your rights he stood. 
For this, to France how dear 1 

Dear and more dear to fsune. 
With every coming year, 
Shall be his matchless name. 
People, no tear need start ; 

By France his songs are sung ; 
He Hves in every heart ; 

He speaks &om every tongue. 

Courts, and all courts could give. 

Tempted, he dared to scorn ; 
Tempted, he dared to live 
As poor as he was bom. 
For fetter'd France to sing, 

He dared the prisoner's doom ; 
Therefore shall France still bring 
Immortelles to his tomb. 
People, no tear need start ; 

By France his songs are sung ; 
He lives in every heart ; 

He speaks from every tongue. 

Wider, O France, than e'er 

His " Greycoat's" eagles flew, 
Conqueror, he comes to share 

His glory, France, with you ; 
Circling the glad earth round. 

His fame to heaven is hurl'd ; 
His empire without bound. 
His realm a subject world. 
People, no tear need start ; 

By earth his songs are sung ; 
He Hves in every heart ; 

He speaks from every tongue. 
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NQ— NO— MY LOVE IS NO ROSE. 

No — no — my love is no rose 

That only in sunshine buds and grows, 

«And but to blue skies will its blooms unclose, 

That withers away 

In an autumn day. 

And dies in a dream of driving snows ; 

No— no — my love is no rose. 

No— no — ^my love is no rose ; 
My love is the holly that ever is green, 
Whether breezes are balmy, or blasts are keen. 
The same that is still, 
In days sullen and chill. 
As when snow'd with blossoms the orchards are seen; 
No — ^no— my love is no rose. 



GOD'S BEST GIFT. 

Come, fill — fill to the toast 

To which my glass I lift ; 
Here's " She we love the most," 

Here's " Woman — (Jod's best gift." 
O who, beloved by her. 

Who will not gladly own. 
Life, O what rapture were. 

Though bless'd with her alone ! 
Then who'll not drink the toast 

To which my glass I lift ? 
Here's " She we love the most," 

Here's " Woman— God's best gift* 

The heathens feign'd that he 
Who stole from heaven its flame, 

Foretold all woes would be 
When sweet Pandora came ; 

But all his wisdom taught, 

Thank Heaven ! it taught in vain ; 
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She to man*8 heart was caught, 

And ne'er released again. 
And who'll not drink the tpast 

To which my glass I lift ? 
Here's " She we love the most," 

Here's " Woman— God's best gift." 

In Paradise, man found 

His lot not wholly bless'd, 
Until its blissful ground 

Dear woman's footsteps press'd 
Qod's mercy how he bless'd 

When forced its bliss to leave 1 
He Eden still possess'd 

While with him went his Eve. 
Then wholl not drink the toast 

To which my glass I lift ? 
Here's " She we love the most," 

Here's " Woman— God's best gift." 

And still the curse she takes 

From man ; for she alone 
With her dear presence makes 

An Eden still his own ; 
Oh, what were this life worth, 

How poor and dull it were, 
Unless the weary earth 

Were made a heaven by her ! 
Then who'll not drink the toast 

To which my glass I lift ? 
Here's " She we love the most," 

Here's " Woman— God's best gift." 



SONG. 



Were mine the songs Anacreon sung. 
Were mine Catullus' burning pen. 

Or Dante's dreams, or Petrarch's tongue, 
How, dearest, would I sing thee then ! 
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Nor Lesbia's lips, nor Laura*8 eyes, 

Nor Beatrice's gaze divine, 
Not one sweet charm the world should prize 

More than it prized those charms of tiiine. 

Oh, love, for Goethe*s matchless grace ! 

Oh, love, for Bjnron's words of flame ! 
Then thine by Lili's fame I'd place, 

With Athens' maid's should live thy name. 
Oh could I sing such songs as sprung 

From Bums's heart — Beranger's brain. 
With Jean and liz shouldst thou be sung, 

While songs upon men's lips remain. 

How weak am I thy charms to paint ! 

How poor the colours words supply ! 
Even as I use them, wan and faint, 

I see thy beauty from them die. 
Love laughs, and mocks, and shrills : " Why try 

" To paint the charms thy words but blur ? 
" Thou hast herself; in vain, ah ! why 

" Waste time to win a dream of her !" 



WHY? 



We love, we know not why; 

" Why r would reason know ? 
What can we reply, 

But " O Love, 'tis so !" 
A moment — we are free ; 

A moment — some sweet eyes 
Have fiU'd our hearts with burning hopes, 
Our future with sad sighs. 
" Why r would reason know ? 

What must each reply ? 
« Fate has will'd it so ; 
" Not I, in truth, not L" 
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But two short years ago, 
Said I, " Is there need, 
" If his frowns, love, show, 

" I his frowns should heed T 
1 laugh'd, and lightly thought 

Of all the boy could do ; 
A moment — I was surely caught : 
My heart was gone to you. 
" Why r would reason know ? 

Can I but reply : 
" Fate has will*d it so ; 
" Not I, in truth, not I." 

And do I, in the snare, 
Cry and cry in vain, 
" Eros, hear my prayer ! 
" Free me yet again V* 
Ah, no ; in the sweet past, 

Still mine that prayer might be; 
But now, O love, so changed ! at last, 
I would not, love, be free. 
"Why?" would reason know? 

What must I reply 1 
" Fate has will'd it so ; 
" Not I, in truth, not I." 



FOR MUSIC. 

Heab ! hear ! on ye we call, 
joys ! O high delights I 
Ye sounds — ye sweetest sights, 

We need — we need ye all ; 
Thou Grief — thou Care, be dumb ! 
Doth not my lady come ! 

Ope — ope, ye dreaming blooms ! 
Ye vemaJ stars, appear ! 
All charmM airs be near 1 
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Else — rise, ye £Ediit perfumes ! 
Thou Grief — ^thou Care, be dumb ! 
Doth not my lady come ? 



THE CRY OF THE LAWFUL LANTERNS. 

HUMBLY DEDICATED TO THE OPPONEITIS OF NATIONAL 

EDUCATION. 

A PEOPLE dwelt in darkness, 

Li gloom and blinding night, 
Till some grew tired of candles 
And dared to long for light ; 
When straight the established lanterns 

Were stirr'd with hate of day. 
And loud the lawful rushlights 
In wrath were heard to say, 
O have you not your lanterns, 
Your little shining lanterns ! 
What need have you of sunshine ? 
What do you want with day ? 

Then loud the people murmur'd 

And vow'd it wasn't right, 
For men who could get daylight 

To grope about in night ; 
Why should they lose the gladness, 

The pleasant sights of day 1 
But still the established lanterns 
Continued all to say, 

O have you not your lanterns. 

Your nice old glimmering lanterns 1 
What need have you of sunshine 1 
What do you want with day ? 

But people loathed the darkness. 

And dared at last to say, 
You old established rushlights 

Are good things in your way ; 
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But are you, candles, sunlight ) 
Tou, lanterns, are you day ? 
Then loud the lawful lanterns 
Did answer make and say, 
O be content with lanterns, 

Tour good old-fashioned lanterns ! 
You really want too much light ; 
Don't ask again for day 1 

At last the crowd's deep murmur 

Grew gathering to a roar. 
And that they would have daylight, 

In lanterns' spite, they swore ; 
And fear was on all rushlights. 
And trembling and dismay; 
Alas, alas for lanterns ! 

The people heard them say; 
woe — O woe for lanterns 1 

What will become of lanterns ! 
Alack, they will have sunshine ! 
Alas, there will be day I 

And as the tempest thickeii'd. 

Aloud they shriek'd in fright, 
O once let in the sunshine, 

And what will be our light ? 
We shining lights in darkness, 

Shall nothing be in day — 
O don't admit the sunshine ! 
Keep out the daylight, pray 1 
O don't put out your lanterns I 
Your own old little lanterns ! 
O do without the sunshine I 
O don't let in the day 1 

The day came in ; but prophets 

Do say, 'tis certain quite. 
That long through coming ages 

Will lajitems hate the light ; 
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That to our children's children, 

In sorrow still they'll say, 
Oh for the time of darkness. 
Ere lanterns pass'd away ! 
Why laid they by us lanterns 1 

Thmi fine, their good old lanterns 1 
We're sure its bad, this sunshine. 
This horrid glare of day. 



FROM SEA. 

O IT was not for my mother. 

Though dear she is to me, 
Though old she is, and poor she is, 

That I sail'd the stormy sea ; 
But it was for my true love, 

That dearer is to me 
Than father and than mother both, 

'Twas for her I sail'd the sea. 

The wind blows fair and freshly, 

Right fresh for Harwich bay, 
For the cottage on its sandy cliff 

That I think of night and day : 
That I think of, and I dream of, 

And have dreamt of night and day. 
In calm and storm, and south the line, 

A thousand leagues away. 

• 

Now, watch, look out to leeward ; 

The land must sure be near ; 
There looms the Cape through the morning mist, 

That I've long'd to see appear. 
To see it rising from the waves, 

For it shields the quiet bay, 
Upon whose cliffs the cottage stands 

That Tve pray'd for far away. 
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Now, men, the sails be furling ; 

Now let the anchor go ; 
At our brown ship's side, let our best boat ride, 

And the oars be shipp'd below; 
And while the rope you're casting oflF, 

Take in my chest and me ; 
So farewell, blustering captain, 

And farewell, roaring sea. 

Now pull — pull with a will — ^boys, 

And beach right high the boat. 
For dear, dear is the land to me. 

That have toss'd so long afloat ; 
And dear, dear is the girl to me. 

With each breath loved more and more. 
Yon girl whose brown hand shades her eyes, 

To see us pull ashore. 

She shades her eyes a moment ; 

O that the beach were near ! 
Does she see my torn hat waving ? 

Does she catch my cry from here ? 
Yes ; down the cliff she's flying ; 

Pull — ^pull, my men, for life, 
That I may kiss again my girl, 

Myboni,bom^e:^ 



FAKEWELL! FAREWELL! 

Farewell ! farewell ! the breeze blows fair; 

One wild embrace — one last fond kiss ; 
All other griefs I well may dare ; 

What other grief can equal this ? 
Yet in this bitter hour, while all 

That tears can weep is mine and thine. 
One thought 'mid all can joy recal ; 

Where'er thou go'st, thy heart is mine ! 
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Cling to these dining lips again ! 

O life is in our ftiingling breath ! 
Thus — thus to meet defies all pain ; 

But, oh 1 to part is more than death ; 
Yet, even while myself I tear 

From out this last dear clasp of thine, 
With one fond thought I front despair; 

Where'er thou go'st, thy heart is mine. 

O Grod ! and must I yearn to see 

The gaze of those dear eyes in vain ! 
And must those lips no more by me, 

O never more, be press'd again ! 
From that dark thought, I, shuddering, shrink, 

O when these eyes no more meet thine, 
What — ^what were life, could I not think, 

Where'er thou go'st, thy heart is mine ! 



BE MINE, AND I WILL GIVE THY NAME. 

Be mine, and I will give thy name 

To Memory's care. 
So well, that it shall breathe, with fame. 

Immortal air, 
That time and change and death shall be 
Scom'd by the life I give to thee. 

I will not, like the sculptor, trust 

Thy shape to stone, 
That, years shall crumble into dust, 

Its form unknown ; 
No — the white statue's life shall be 
Short, to the life 111 give to thee. 

Not to the canvas worms may fret 

Thy charms 111 give ; 
Soon shall the world those charms forget, 

If there they live ; 
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The life that colours lend shall be 
Poor to the life 1*11 give to thee. 

For thou shalt live, defying time 

And mocking death, 
In music on — O life sublime ! — 

A nation's breath ; 
Love, in a people's songs shall be 
The eternal life I'll give to thee. 



THE DAISY. 

Kate, 'tis the sweetest of daisies ; 
I open the book where it lies : 

What dear distant moments it raises, 
Green meadows and far summer skies ! 

Again down the green lane are walking 
A couple ; guess who they may be ! 

A daisy one drops in her talking — 
That daisy is here, Kate, with me. 

Now, Heaven be thank'd for its falling, 
And thank'd, that I mark'd where it lay ; 

Though wither'd and dead, 'tis recalling 
The whispers and laughs of that day. 

1 have but to look, Kate, upon it, 

I'm sitting with you on that stile, 
I hear your sweet tongue, blessings on it ! 
And drink in the light of your smile. 

Then think, how my throbbing heart prizes 

These leaves, at whose bidding, again 
Before me your far-off form rises, 

Your face comes, how longed-for in vain ! 
O dearest of flowers ! what a treasure 

Of old smiles and tones you restore ! 
Of days that flash'd by, with what pleasure ! 

With her I shall never see more ! 

E 
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A SEA SONG. 

The windows rattle in their frames ; 

Without, the wild winds moan, 
And fitM leap the red fire's flames, 

As that young wife sits alone ; 
As she rocks her baby boy to sleep, 
And sings to the winds as by they sweep, 
" His home-bound sails, O fair winds, track, 

" That he his boy may see ! 
" Blow — blow, sweet winds, and speed him back 

" To baby dear and me !* 

Through a cloudy sky the gale blows high. 

And the schooner leaps along. 
And the captain seems, as the winds howl by. 

To hear in the gusts a song ; 
As foaming past iSie surges fly. 
He seems to hear a song go by, 
'' His home-bound sails, O fair winds, track, 

" That he his boy may see ! 
" Blow — ^blow, sweet winds, and speed him back 

" To baby dear and me T 



AFTER BER ANGER. 

Lizzie, one blue summer's day, 

Dreaming, with a laughing awe. 
All the little Loyes at play 

On the flowery earth, I saw; 
Then you pass'd. and straight each freak, 

Liz, was stay'd ; with wHd delight. 
Swift your neck I saw them seek, 

Liz, as they their mother's might ; 
You, for her, they took, and flew. 
Cheated urchins, Liz, to you. 



IN DREAMS I CLASP TOU ONCE AGAIN. ^1 

Sweetest, to their childish eyes, 

You their own dear mother seem'd ; 
Nor, methought, did it surprise 

Me, that you they Venus deemed ; 
Why, unto my full-grown sight, 

Liz, I find it hard to prove, 
You are not the Gods' delight. 

Her who every heart can move ; 
Can I wonder then, they flew. 
Cheated urchins, Liz, to you ! 

Lizzie, you, were I to see 

Li Olympus, C^ris' home, 
Surely there you were to me 

Her who rose from ocean's foam I 
And were Venus to forsake 

Heaven for earth, how like it is, 
Cheated too, T should mistake 

Venus' self for you, my Liz, 
Thinking, as to her I flew, 
That, my girl, I sprang to you I 



IN DKEAMS I CLASP YOU ONCE AGAIN. 

In dreams I dasp you once again ; 
In dreams again I see you smile ; 

blest deceit ! alas ! how vain ! 

Day comes and will no more beguile 
My fancy with the fond belief ; 

1 wake to memory and to grief. 

O sleep — night — pictured past, 

That thus it might for ever be I 
That night and sleep might ever last, 

And ever give the past to me ! 
O love — O joy, for ever stay, 
Nor fade to grief and gloom and day ! 

b2 
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Yet death shall come, O doubt it not, 
That to us, love, it shall be given 

To taste, earth's sorrows all forgot. 
The old lost hours again in heaven. 

In days of ever new delight 

That know no dreams and need no night. 



RING, HAPPY BELLS ! 

Ring out, O pealing bells ; 
Your clamour our gladness tells ; 
Sweet May — sweet May is wed to-day ; 
Ring out, O joyful bells 1 

Not — not in the dark deep sea, 
As they whisper'd long, slept he. 
Not cold and dead ; to him she is wed 
She never more thought to see. 

That weary dream is past — 
Wild sea, and wave-wash'd mast — 
The o'erturn*d boat, and the dead, afloat, 
To the rocks of the drear shore cast. 

Young hands, with your sweetest showers. 
Your brightest of garden flowers, 
Strew — strew ye the way that she'll tread to-day, 
This glad sweet bride of ours. 

Ring out — ring out, ye bells ! 
Your clamour our gladness tells ; 
From your old grey tower, for her bridal hour, 
Ring out — ring out, ye bells ! 
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SPKING SONO. 

Now do tawny bees, along, 

Plundering sweets from blossoms, hum ; 
Now do showers of joyous song 

Down from larks, up-mounting, come ; 
Everything 
Now dotli sing, 
Welcome gladness — welcome Spring ! 

Now, above, and all around. 

Songs are thronging earth and air : 
Joy is loud in every sound ; 
Every sound is mocking care ; 
Everything 
Now doth sing, 
Welcome gladness — welcome Spring 1 

Now is every hawthorn bough 

Burden'd with its wealth of May; 
Glistening runs each streamlet now, 
Gamboling through the golden day ; 
Fount and Spring, 
Hark ! they sing, 
Welcome sunshine — welcome Spring ! 

Now do golden lizards lie. 

Sunning them, on wayside banks ; 
Now, with flowers of many a dye, 

Spring the woods and meadows pranks ; 
What say they? 
This they say. 
Welcome gladness — welcome May ! 

Now do those, in joy that walk 

Shadow'd wood and chequer'd lane. 
Stay their steps, and hush their talk, 
Till the cuckoo calls again ; 
Till anew, 
Hush ! cuckoo, 
Hark ! it comes the wood-depths tlirongh. 
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Now the woods are starr'd with eyes ; 

Now, their weeds and mosses through, 
Peep the white anemonies, 

Daisies pink'd, and violets blue ; 
Flowers, they spring ; 
Birds, they sing. 
All to swell the pomp of Spring. 

Now in poets' songs 'tis told, 
How, in vales of Arcady, 
Once, men knew an age of gold ; 

Once, the earth seem'd heaven to be ; 
Hark ! they sing, 
** Years, ye bring, 
" Golden times again with Spring." 



THE DRESSMAKER'S THRUSH. 

Oh, *tis the brightest morning 

Out in the laughing street. 
That ever the round earth flash'd into^ 

The joy of May to meet ! 
Floods of more gleaming sunshine 

Never the eye saw roU'd 
Over pavement, and chimney, and cold grey spire 

That turns in the light to gold ; 
And yet, as she wearily stitches, 

She hears her caged thrush sing, 
*• would it never were May — green May ! 

" It never were bright, bright Spring 1" 

Light of the new-bom verdure ! 

Glory of jocund May ! 
What gladness is out in leafy lanes ! 

What joy in the fields, to-day I 
What sunbursts are in the woodlands ! 

What blossoms the orchards throng ! 
The meadows are snow'd with daisy stars ! 

And the winds are thrill'd with song ; 
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TUE DRESSMAKERS TURUSH. O-J 

And yet, as ever she stitches, 

She hears her caged thrash ring, 
" Oh would it never were May — ^green May ! 

" It never were bright, bright Spring !" 

Close is the court and darken*d, 

On which her bare room looks, 
Whose only wealth is its wall's one print. 

And its mantel's few old books ; 
Her spare cold bed in the comer, 

Her single, worn, worn chair. 
And the grate that looks so rusty and dull, 

As never a fire were there ; 
And there, as she stitches and stitches. 

She hears hei caged thrush sing, 
" Oh would it never were May — green May ! 

" It never were bright, bright Spring !** 

Out, is the gleaming sunshine ; 

Out, is the golden air ; 
In, scarce a gleam of the bright May sun 

Can, dull*d and dim, reach there ; 
In darkness close and foul to be breathed, 

That blanches her cheek to white. 
Her rounded features sharpen and thin. 

And dulls her once keen sight ; 
And there, as she stitches and stitches, 

She and her caged thrush sing, 
" Oh would it never were May — ^green May ! 

" It never were bright, bright Spring 1" 

Days that are clouded and dull. 

Winter — ^though winter bring 
Cold keen frost to her fireless room — 

Are dearer to her than Spring; 
For then, on her weary sewing, 

Less often her worst thoughts come, 
Of the pleasant lanes, and the country air. 

And the field-paths trod by some. 
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And so, as she wearily stitches, 
She and her caged thrush sing, 

" Oh would it never were May — green May ! 
" It never were bright, bright Spring !" 



RAVEN-BLACK ARE AMY'S TANGLING TRESSES! 

Raven-black are Amy*s tangling tresses ; 

Passion-lit are Mary's dark deep eyes ; 
how dear are laughing Kate's caresses ! 

how sweet are Helen's low replies ! 

But my heart breaks lightly from their snaring ; 

Vainly, for its love, their love may call ; 
While, for yours, O girl, alone 'tis caring, 

You, O girl, how fairer far than all ! 

Once, at Jessie's feet Love threw me sighing ; 

Once, 'twas Alice haunted all my dreams ; 
To my fancy, love, there's no denying, 

Jane once seem'd more fair than now she seems ; 
Spells hdve all that, ah ! well might have caught me, 

That might well a wayward heart recal ; 
Mine they lure no more, since Love has taught me 

How far fairer you are, girl, than alL 

No— a rebel to their sovereign ruling 

1 no more at their sweet shrines adore ; 
To their rites, they other hearts are schooling ; 

Mine is lost to theirs for evermore. 
From their altars other incense rises ; 

At their feet, new worshippers may fall ; 
Girl, at last, my fancy only prizes 

Your sweet smile, how dearer far than all I 






A SONG OF THE SEA. 

** Sailob, sailor, tell to me 

" What sights have you seen on the mighty sea T 
** When the seas were calm and the skies were clear, 
'' And the watch IVe kept until day was near, 
** Eyes I have seen, black as yours, dear, are, 
" And a face I've looked on that was, how far ! 

" That was, girl, oh ! how far from me !" 

" Sailor, sailor, tell to me 

" What else have you seen on the far, far sea T 
** I've seen the flying-fish skim the brine, 
" And the great whales blow, and these eyes of mine 
" Have seen on the icebergs the north-lights play — 
" But ofter I've seen a home far away, 

" And a girl, oh, how dear to me 1" 

" Sailor, sailor, tell to me 

" The sounds men hear on the stormy sea." 
" Tve heard, my girl, the wild winds blow, 
" And the good ship creak to her keel below; 
" But a laugh, too, I've heard, that, O well, well I know ! 
" And a far, far voice — a voice that was, O 

" How sweet 1 O how sweet to me l" 

" Nay, tell me, sailor, tell to me 

" The sights and scenes of the wild, wild sea." 
" Alike in calm, and breeze, and storm, 
" I've dream'd one dream and I've seen one form ; 
'* One dream that, dearest, shall soon be true, 
" One form that, my girl, I dasp in you, 

" That my own sweet wiie shall be." 



58 
THE SOWING OF THE DRAGON'S TEETH. 

A HINT TO CERTAIN EMPEBOES. 

Jason once, as legends show. 

Dared; O kings, your deed to do ; 
He, the dragon's teeth, dared sow — 
Sow the seed that's sown by you ; 
But, with evil striving, he 

To a god for aid could look : 
Yours must greater perils be ; 
You, your Grod long since forsook. 
Despots, despots, sow your seed I 

Dragon's teeth you sow; what then? 
Of your harvest, kings, take heed ! 
For it rises, armM men. 

Hate and wrong, each tyrant flings 

Broadcast — hate and wrong alone ; 
Let them dread the crop that springs. 

Soon or late, from what they've sown. 
Hate alone from hate shall rise ; 

Evil still from evil springs. 
You have sown but groans and cries ; 
You shall reap the same, O kings. 
Despots, despots, sow your seed ! 

Dragon's teeth you sow; what then? 
Of your harvest, kings, take heed ! 
For it rises, armid men. 

Woe to them that day ! Oh, woe 1 
When that ghastly crop is bom ; 
When the truth they then shall know 

Of the warnings now they scorn. 
How in that great judgment-day, 

Lord ! thy justice shall be known ! 
When the chainless earth shall say, 
" Kings, you reap but as you've sown !" 
Despots, despots, sow your seed ! 

Dragon's teeth you sow; what then! 
Of your harvest, kings, take heed ! 
For it rises, armM men. 
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NO GAS! NO GAS! 

DEDICATED TO ALL ALARMISTS, NOT EXCLUDING GOVERN- 
MENT EDUCATIONAL ONES. 

Only half a century since^ 

Fifty years or so, 
Safely, through our London streets 

At night, you couldn't go ; 
Oil lamps and Charlies 

Strove with thieves and n^ht ; 
The public got the worst of it. 
And called for better light ; 
When straight a cry was heard, 

" No Popery — no Mass — 
" Our glorious Constitution — 
No Gas !— no Gas !" 

" Murdoch, su*s, at Birmingham, 

" Gas has tried," they say; 
" Soho Watt and Boulton 

" Night have tum'd to day; 
" Why be robb'd and murder'd, 

" Stirring out at night 1 
** Gas will save us all this-r— 
" Light — ^give us light." 
But still there rose the cry, 

" No Popery — no Mass — 
" Our glorious Constitution— 
" No Gas !— no Gas !" 

" Light r roared the public : 

Louder still from those 
Living by the darkness, 

Shrieks and howls arose : 
Linkboys and oilmen 

Loud were heard to cry, 
" Have gas, good people ! 

" Why, good folks, why? 
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" Oil-lights are bright enough — 
" No Popery — no Mass — 

" Our glorious Constitution — 
" No Gas — no Gas ! 

" Safety, can you talk of? 
" Blind are you quite 1 
** Gas through our very streets ! 
" Could we sleep for fright 1 
" Blowings up— explodings — 
" Such would be your fate ; 
** Streams of fire 'neath us ! — 
*' Bless us, what a state ! 
" Burnt — ^blown to shivers ! 
" Safety ! — by the mass, 
" Make your bed on Hecla 
" Bather than on Gas ! 

" The Pope, hell come among us ; 

" He can't come by day ; 
*^ Now, if he'd come by night, 

" He couldn't find the way ; 
" But only light your ways up, 

" And see what will befal ! 
" Some night your gas will show him in, 
" And he'll convert us all. 
" Old lights for ever — 

*■ No Popery — no Mass — 
" Oil lamps and darkness — 
" No Gas — no Gas 1 

" Only let the gas in — 

" Bring but in the light — 
" See what will become of us I 

" Nothing will be right ; 
** Why, the Constitution, 

" We shouldn't wonder at 
" People seeing faults then 

" Even, ay, in that ! 



NO gas! ko gas! (il 

" Gas will give too much light — 

" No Popery — no Mass — 
" Our glorious Constitution — 

" No Gas — no Gas ! 

** You never think of oilmen — 

" Of link-boys — not you ; 
" Only bring the gas in— 

" They— what will they do 1 
" Do away with darkness, 

" With links you do away ; 
" Use — what wfll be their use, 
" When night is tum'd to day? 
" Old lights for ever — 

" No Popery — no Mass — 
" Eoar, British Lion, roar — 
** No Gas — no Gas ! 

" Mind what you're about, pray; 

" Aladdin's folks, you know, 
" Couldn't bear their old lamps, 

" A long while ago : 
" They were mad for new ones, 
" Like yourselves, we're told ; 
** 'Twasn't long before they found 
^* They'd best have kept their old. 
" Oil lights for ever — 

" No Popery — no Mass — 
" Our glorious Constitution — 
" No Gas— no Gas !" 

The public heard these croakers, 

Half stupified with fright, 
But at the last they ventured 

To try if they were right ; 
No blowings up — no burnings — 

No bursts of flaming streams ; 
The Thames wasn't fired — 

All proved but dreams. 
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No Pope in London — 

No martyrdoms — no mass — 

No robberies, and, last, no cries 
Of « Gas !— no Gas !" 



WHEN JOVE THIS EAKTH CREATED. 

When Jove this earth created, 

Beneath, it lay so fair, 
With love his heart dilated 

For all things breathing there ; 
As o'er its beauty wander'd 

His eyes, what more to give. 
The mighty Thunderer ponder'd, 

What joys to all that live. 
" Delight be yours !" he mutter'd, 

" And, joy, all joys above," 
This, too, the Thunderer utter'd, 

" O mortals, yours be love !" 

On golden thrones high-seated. 

The Gods the Thunderer heard. 
And straight their murmurs greeted 

Such bliss on man conferred. 
" If, as to Grods, to mortals 

" Love's mighty joys be given, 
*' Throw wide to man heaven's portals, 

" For earth's as blest as heaven !" 
So, wroth, the Olympians mutter'd ; 

So murmur'd all above ; 
The while the Thunderer utter'd, 

" O mortals, yours be love l" 

Then Jove, the murmurs hearing 
Such bliss for mortals caused, 

Olympus' anger fearing. 

Awhile^ deep-thinking, paused : 



LOOK INTO THESE FOND £T£& ^S 

" Yes — earth indeed were heaven 

" K love undimm'd it knew ; 
" Re love to mortals given ! 

" But theirs be sorrow too ! 
" Take, mortals, take this treasure 

" Of bliss, all bliss above ! 
" But, sorrow link'd to pleasure, 

" Still grief be yours with love r 

So, sweet, love's priceless pleasure 

Is only bought with fears ; 
Yet who'd not win the treasure 

Of such delight with tears ? 
No — not to miss all sorrow, 

Would I such bliss resign. 
Sweet, come what will to-morrow, 

Tonday, shall love be mine ; 
And passion's sweet hours living, 

We'll bless the powers above. 
Who, sorrow to us giving, 

Still bless us, sweet, with love. 



LOOK INTO THESE FOND EYEa 

Look into these fond eyes, with eyes 

How fond ! 
When fleeting joy for ever flies, 

Despond ! 
This hour 'tis ours ; think not what lies 

Beyond ! 

Dark o'er to-morrow's desert way 

Grief lowers ; 
Forget it ! still we tread to-day 

Through flowers. 
Love flies ; O clasp it while it may 

Be ours ! 



64 AFTER STRANGER. 

Those clinging lips — that burning kiss 

Again ! 
1 lose — I drown in this fierce bHss 

All pain ; 
Fate shrieks what shall be^ and what is, 

In vain. 



GOOD-NIGHT ! 

Good-night ! good-night ! good-night ! 
No ill dreams thy slumbers fright; 
But sleep fill them with delight, 
With all dearest to thy sight ! 
Good-night ! 

Grood-night ! good-night ! good-night I 
When dear forms thine eyes delight, 
Stni of all shapes brought by night, 
Mine be dearest to thy sight ! 
Good-night ! 



AFTER BERANGER. 

Tired of Gods, the other day, 

Venus, still to roaming given, 
From Olympus stole away. 

Earth awhile preferred to heaven ; 
Stole to earth in mortal guise — 

Guess you who the Goddess is ? 
She, though hid from others' eyes. 

She's, I know, my laughing Liz ; 
O how bless'd ! to me alone 
Is the Queen of Beauty known. 

Others, as along she trips 

Through the unobservant street. 

See not eyes, and brows, and lips, 
Thau great Juno's own, more sweet; 
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Eyes as soft as summer's stars, 

Hair more deep than Hebe's is. 
Lips to rule the iron Mars — 

Yes, 'tis Venus lives in Liz; 
And, how blessed ! to me alone 

Is the Queen of Beauty known. 

Ah 1 how neat and void of pride 

Deigns the (Goddess to appear ; 
All Olympus laid aside, 

See, she's but a sweet girl hero. 
So, conceal'd, to others' eyes. 

May the charming vagrant be, 
But in Liz, without disguise, 

Shines ike Queen of Love for mc. 
O how bless'd 1 to me alone 

Is her perfect beauty known. 



OF GIPSY BLOOD YOU SURELY CAME. 

Of gipsy blood you surely came ; 

Those eyes are night and fire ; 
Love leaps along your veins in flame, 

In throbs of dear desire ; 
And he who wins a burning kiss 

From that delicious mouth. 
Has surely known the rapturous bliss, 

The wild love of the South. 

You move, you dance, you laugh, you talk. 

And still do all prodaim. 
Speech, whisper, gesture, glance, and walk. 

The clime from which you came ; 
I press your hand, and I forget 

The world beneath my eyes, 
Before me clicks the Castanet, 

And vine and olive rise. 

F 
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O deep dark eyes ! who looks from you 

To see, soft gleaming forth, 
The tender faith that sparkles through 

The blue (Mrbs of the North ! 
In you, the storm, the lightning sleep. 

And hate and death are there, 
Life that must know a love, how deep ! 

And O what wild despair ! 



YES, MY HEART IS LIKE TINDER. 

Yes, my heart is like tinder, and eyes such as yours 
Have often before set my blood in a glow ; 

But the passion that then soon went out now endures ; 
And this, will it fade, too ? Ah ! dearest, no— -no ! 

At moments, perchance, it may seem not so bright. 
But brighter or dimmer, 'tis stiU but the same ; 

If, dearest, it smoulders, 'twill leap into light 
The instant your eyes call it up into flame. 



WHERE, POLAND, ARE THY LANCES? 

Where, O Poland, are thy lances ] 

Europe needs them once again : 
Westward, horde on horde are pouring; 

Poles, for you we look in vain ; 
Comes the savage Cossack; onward 

Spurs the Tartar with loose rein ; 
Where, O Poland, are thy lances ? 

Europe needs ihem once again. 

for Sobieski's pennons ! 

Trembling Austria recals 
How they flung the baffled Moslem 

Back from freed Vienna's walls; 
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WHERE, O POLAND, ARE THY LANCES? id? 

Host on host around her gather ; 

Must she for you look in vain ? 
Where, O Poland, are thy lances ? 

Europe needs them once again 

O for Kosciusko's legions — 

Those that Poniatowsky led — 
They who charged at gory Grokow — 

Those who with Dorabrouski bled ! 
Hearts that, Frenchmen, for your glory, 

Pour'd their streaming blood like rain ! 
Where, O Poland, are thy lances? 

Europe needs them once again. 

Yes, we need them in the struggle, 

Looked for long, where Europe fights, 
Arm*d for all that makes her glory. 

Arts and freedom — thoughts and rights; 
Shall the Tartar's trampling horse-hoofs 

Make the boast of ages vain ? 
Where, O Poland, are thy lances 1 

Europe needs them once again. 

Shall no more thy snow-white eagle 

Sweep the battle as of yore ? 
Shall we see thy countless pennons 

Streaming down the charge no more 1 
Must we for thy old free war-cry 

Henceforth listen all in vain 1 
Where, O Poland, are thy lances ? 

Europe needs them once again. 

Europe needs them ! Ah ! how swiftly 

Would they answer to her cry : 
" Poland, Europe gives you freedom ; 

" Guard her freedom, Poles, or die !" 
'Gainst the North, what better rampart 

Than your free hearts can we gain ? 
Where, O Poland, are thy lances ] 

Europe needs them once again. 
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THE HOKRID METAMORPHOSIS. 

NOT FEOM OVID. 

" My passport was made out in the name of William Sraith/' 

Louis Philippe, at yewhaven,. 

Come all you kings and rulers, 

All you to whom belong 
The souls and goods of nations, 

Come, listen to my song ; 
For better than all sermons 

To you the times should preach : 
Then hearken to the lessons. 

The wisdom that they teach ; 
Oh ! 'tis an awful story, 

This tale they school you with, 
How one of you, a week since. 

Was changed into a Smith. 

This king was in his palace. 

All in his Tuileries, 
And much he slapp'd his pockets. 

And much he felt at ease ; 
Now telling up his millions, 

Now musing how he'd won 
By villainy and tricking 

A kingdom for his son ; 
No cruel chance of tripping 

His old thought's troubled with; 
He little thinks of changing 

In one week to a Smith. 

Ah, how he'd duped his people ! 

How he the fools had done 
Who, making him their monarch. 

Had dream'd their freed'om won ; 
Had dream'd in changing rulers 

They changed their ruling too. 
That what the Bourbon fail'd in, 

The Orleans ne'er would do ; 



THE HORRID METAMORPHOSIS. 6U 

All this he thinks, and chuckles 

His silence mingle with ; 
Old man there's yet a future — 

You yet may be a Smith. 

He reckons up his winnings 

With cunning smiles and glee, 
September laws safe gagging 

The press he swore to free; 
Select, bought-up elections — 

Chambers that placemen fill — 
The right to grumble pending 

Upon his royal will; 
O why the people's growlings 

Should he concern him with 1 
Has he not forts and bayonets ? 

Who'll make of him a Smith 1 

His thoughts are of the dinner — 

There's joy above his frown — 
Bugeaud wiU flesh his bayonets — 

Bugeaud will hew them down; 
A hundred thousand sabres, 

And dripping all their blades — 
Ah, faith, your smile has meaning, 

King of the Barricades ! 
Yet sure some mocking devil 

Your thought is busy with ; 
And trust me. King, he's sneering. 

To think of you as Smith. 

A day has gone; — the sunshine 

Peers coldly through each pane 
Of that old Bourbon palace, 

And there's our king again ? 
His yesterday, so stormy, 

Has sleepless made his night, 
But yet he trusts to shuffles 

To end the matter right ; 



/O THE HORRID METAMORPHOSIS. 

For M0I6, for a moment, 
Guizot's been parted with ; 

Knaves will themselves be duping — 
He'll know it when he's Smith. 

The hum — the rush of thousands — 

The rising city's roar — 
Notre Dame the tocsin's ringing, 

St. Antoine's up once more; 
The Boulevards thick are piling 

Their barricades fuU fast : 
The Nationals, they waver — 

The Line's fiEiith, will it last? 
Thiers — Barrot — he's crownless ; 

All's gone ; they've settled with 
The old knave and his ruling, 

And Louis Philippe's Smith. 

A sorry cab is flying— 

For near St. Cloud he's bound; 
For alms among the soldiers 

His old hat's going round. 
Now comes a week of dodging, 

, Of dread that they'll condemn 
His kingship to the mercy 

That he had shown to them ; 
Now, millions, crown and whiskery 

And fear all parted with, 
He steams towards Newhaven, 

A Mr. William Smith. 

O well this awful story 

May shock each royal ear ! 
And yet I trust its warning 

To all is passing clear. 
The moral you'll be drawing 

From this my tale of France, 
Is plainly, Kings and rulers, 

Step out, my crowns, — advance ; 
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Or incomes, thrones, and whiskers, 

You'll, friends, be parting with, 
For pilot coats and Claremonts, 

And passports fill'd with Smith. 



SPRING SONG. 

Now the fields are fiill of flowers; 

Now, in eVry country lane, 
Making mirth and gladness ours, 
Wild-flowers nod and blush again ; 
Now they stain 
Heath and lane, 
Long'd-for lost ones come again. 

Now the mower, on his scythe 

Leaning, wipes his furrow'd brow; 
Many a song the milkmaid blithe 
Carols through the morning now ; 
Clear and strong 
Goes her song. 
With the clanking pail along. 

Gaily lusty Roger now 

Through the furrows plods along, 
Singing to the creaking plough 
Many a quaint old country song ; 
Morning rings 
As he sings, 
With the praise of other Springs. 

Children now in every school 

Wish away the weary hours ; 
Doubly now they feel the rule 

Barring them from buds and flowers; 
How they shout. 
Bounding out, 
Lanes and fields to race about ! 
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72 AK AUTUXK SONG. 

Now, with shrill and wondering shout, 
As some few-found prize they pull, 
Fvattlers ra^^ the fields about^ 
Till their laps with flowers are full; 
Seated round 
On the ground, 
Now they sort the wonders found. 

Now do those in cities pent, 

Labouring life away, confess. 
Spite of all, that life was meant. 
One to be with happiness : 
Hark ! they sing, 
^ Pleasant Spring, 
" Joy to all was meant to bring." 

Poets now in sunshine dream ; 

Now their eyes such visions see, 
That the golden ages seem 
Times that yet again may be. 
Hark ! they sing : 
" Years shall bring 
" Golden ages — endless Spring." 



AN AUTUMN SONG. 

Lime — ^golden lime ! 
Bright burst thy greenness forth to April's tearful wooing, 
Throng'd of the booming bee in verdurous summer's prime ; 
Ah ! sere and shrivelling now, the miry way 'tis strewing, 

Lime — ^golden lime ! 

Lime — ^golden lime ! 
What though thy parting leaves the wailing winds are 

calling, 
What though to sereness all hath changed thy vernal prime. 
Why should we mourn that fast thy golden glory's falling, 

Lime — ^golden lime I 
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Lime — golden lime ! 
Yes — thou in thought shalt come when gloomy gusts are 

shrilling 
Along the wan wide snows in winter's hueless time, 
The chill and paUid day with autumn glory filling, 

lime — ^golden lime ! 



THANK HEAVEN ! TM STILL A BOY. 

They smile at me ; they, laughing, say, 

" When will you be a man ? 
" The parting year leaves you the boy 

" You were when it began." 
And I, in love with the disgrace. 

Their smiles and jests enjoy. 
And thank kind heaven that, old in years, 

In heart Tm still a boy. 

What is it, this they'd have me win, 

This gain firom which I start ? 
A keener, calculating head — 

Ah, loss ! a colder heart; 
Well, manhood's sense or boyhood's warmth, 

But one if I enjoy. 
Leave, leave the heart, and keep the head, 

I still will be a boy. 



THE WORD. 

A CRY FOR CONTINENTAL FREEDOM. 

The Word — it must be whisper'd ; 

Scarce breathed it now must be ; 
But, boys, it shall be shouted, 

Ere long, from sea to sea ; 
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It shall be told in thunders 

That smite the tyrants down — 
In shouts of rising nations, 
That shatter throne and crown. 
O were the Word but spoken 

That whisper'd now must be, 
The Word that, once more spoken, 
Shall strike the bound earth free 1 

Thank God ! we leam'd it early, 

And early spoke it out; 
Twas thunder'd, boys, at Edgehill, 
It rang through Naseby's shout ; 
And kings went down before it— • 
They own*d its might too late — 
A Charles in '47, 
A James in '88. 
O were the Word but spoken 

That whispered now must be. 
The Word that, once more spoken, 
Shall strike the bound earth free ! 

And, Grod be thank'd ! our brothers 

Its teachings well had leam'd, 
When Boston, Brunswick stamp-acts 

And Brunswick ruling spum'd ; 
From Bunker's Hill in tempests 
To George's ears 'twas borne ; 
At York, for good his threats, boys, 
And him it laugh'd to scorn. 
O were the Word but spoken 

That whisper'd now must be. 
The Word that, once more spoken, 
Shall strike the bound earth free ! 

In France, a century mutter'd, 

In '89 'twas heard. 
And Louis, paltering Mth it, 

Fell crush'd beneath the Word; 
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Their Bourbons strove, in '30, 

To hush that cry in vain ; 
In eighteen years, away, boys, 
It rent their crown again. 
O were the Word but spoken 

That whisper'd now must be. 
The Word that, once more spoken. 
Shall strike the bound earth free ! 

But 'twas in '48, boys. 

It show'd what it could do ; 
From land to land — from nation 

To nation, fierce it flew ; 
From throne to shatter'd throne, boys. 

Lay its destroying track. 
And despot to cow'd despot 
In trembling howl'd it back. 
O were the Word but spoken 

That whisper'd now must be. 
The Word that, once more spoken. 
Shall strike the bound earth free ! 

From palace swift to palace. 

On swept the mighty cry, 

The shout of sunless nations 

That hail'd the day-dawn nigh, 
The clang of falling fetters 

That rang from shore to shore. 
The songs ttiat told to tyrants 
That slaves were slaves no more. 
O were the Word but spoten 

That whisper'd now must be. 
The Word that, once more spoken. 
Shall strike the bound earth free ! 

From city on to city. 

Its hope and gladness sprung; 
Palermo toss'd it on, boys. 

It leapt from Genoa's tongue; 
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How quick the lips of Venice 

Its earthquake-accents leam'd ! 
A trumpet-blast to Pesth, boys, 
How swift her yoke she spum*d ! 
O were the Word but spoken 

That whispered now must be, 
The Word that, once more spoken, 
Shall strike the bound earth free! 

Then trembled Spain's poor despot, 

Then Prussia's pedant lied ; 
It trod on trampling Naples, 

It broke the Hapsburg's pride ; 
Arm'd, Milan sprang to greet it. 

From 'neath the Austrian's heel; 
Free, Rome exulting heard it, 
And clash'd it on with steel. 
O were the Word but spoken 

That whisper'd now must be, 
The Word that, once more spoken, 
Shall strike the bound earth free I 

It sank, and lost awhile, boys. 

Awhile, alone, it seems ; 
But slaves, their hearts still hold it. 

It haunts their tyrants' dreams. 
When shall their .free lips speak it, 
Their lips that now are dumb ? 
When will its day of triumph. 
Its day of vengeance, come i 
O were the Word but spoken 

That whisper'd now must be, 
Tbe Word that, once more spoken, 
Shall strike the bound earth free ! 

Hurrah ! the Czar goes down, boys, 

Each hated despot's stay! 
From evry tyrant's throne, boys, 

We hew the prop away, 
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What matter though a despot 

Breaks down the despot's swayf 
lie does but do our work, boys, 
And Hungary's debt we pay. 
O were the Word but spoken 

That now must whisper'd be, 
The Word that, once more spoken, 
Shall strike the bound earth free ! 

And we — ^we scorn its teaching ? 

In freedom's cause allied 
With crowns and thrones, with peoples 

Dare we not, boys, to side ? 
No — let the Word be spoken. 
Shall we not heed its call ] 
Shall we not strike for freedom 1 
With freedom stand or fall ? 
O were the Word but spoken 

That whisper'd now must be. 
The Word that, once more spoken, 
Shall strike the bound earth free 1 

What, we who vaunt our freedom. 

When slaves for freedom rise, 
Shall we not help the nations 
To win the rights we prize ? 
Shall not our hearts be with them f 

Shall not our right arms be 
With all who strike that day, boys. 
Like us, boys, to be free ? 
O were the Word but spoken 

That now must whisper'd be. 
The Word that, once more spoken. 
Shall strike the bound earth free ! 



GOD SPARE MY BOY AT SEA ! 

How wild without is the moaning night ! 
And the waves race in, how fierce and white ! 
But white as the waves is she ; 



78 THE sea-bot's dream. 

To the window that looks to sea she steals, 
And there, as she hears the thunder s peals, 

And the lightning shows the sea, 
How wild is that trembling mother's prayer ! 
" O Heaven, my child in mercy spare ! 

" O God, where'er he be, 
" O God ! my God ! in pity spare 

" My boy to-night at sea !" 

Hark ! tossing and tumbling, white as snow. 
How the billows roar on the rocks below ! 

But white as their foam is she ; 
And O how sick is that mother's heart ! 
How those cries to God from her poor lips start. 

As she looks o'er the raging sea ! 
God ! in Thy mercy, hear her prayer 1 
O Heaven ! her child in mercy spare ! 

O God ! where'er he be. 
For her poor sake, in pity spare 

Her boy to-night at sea ! 



THE SEA-BOY'S DREAM. 

Two years from home — five months from land — 

How home-sick is the boy ! 
And by the ship's side how he'll stand 

His home-thoughts to enjoy ! 
Down the clear sea his eyes may look. 

To look they do but seem ; 
They see the home that he forsook 

To live his child's sea-dream ; 
And oh, as there he leans apart, 
How eyes look love into his heart ! 

Whose eyes 1 Whose eyes ? And does it task 

Your thought at once to guess ? 
Ah ! whose the eyes his heart would ask 

Hb sight the first to bless ) 
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The tears that to the boy's eyes steal, 

His quick hand sweeps away; 
But O his mother's clasp to feel ! 

To drink in all she'd say 1 
To hear her, " Boy, no more well part !" 
And feel her strain him to her heart ! 



THE CURFEW. 

A WELCOME TO THE AUSTRIAN CONCORDAT. 

Yes, still that ancient cry 

Our living ears affrights; 
The cuifew call swells high, 

" Put out — put out your lights!" 
Yes; even a single spark, 

A rushlight now affrights 
These friends of darkness; hark! 

" Put out — put out your lights !" 

All lights these priests condemn ; 

To see we have no right ; 
Even twilight seems to them 

Too bright for man's weak sight ; 
In gloom men dream and curse — 

Even that their Pope affiights; 
In light their dreams were worse ; 

" Put out — put out your lights T 

See; Austria's despot quakes 

Before a gleam of thought; 
Quick — quick — his sceptre shakes ; 

Some help must straight be bought ; 
Ah ! Home to this must see ; 

For thought Rome, too, affrights; 
" Let the Concordat be ! 

" Put out — put out your lights I'* 

How France, lit up so long. 
Has shock'd, Rome, your sight ! 
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Her lights are far too strong; 

For her, let there be night. 
Her despot, even a spark, 

A single gleam, affiights; 
For him they're crying, hark ! 

•' Put out — put out your lights !" 

Sardinia, see, has dared 

Of late its eyes to use ; 
Spain, where so well they fared. 

Their night would fain refuse ; 
Even Eome itself they find 

Its holy father frights ; 
French bayonets Eome must blind ; 

" Put out — ^put out your lights T 

These Mends of darkness well 

May tremble for its reign ; 
Why Bibles, see, thejr'd sell 

In Tuscany and Spain; 
Auto-da-f6s must be, 

To set all this to rights ; 
Quick, Holy Office, see 

To this ! " Put out your lights P 

They're sighing for the blaze 

Of Smithfield once again ; 
For Mary Tudor's days. 

Dear monks, they'll sigh in vain ; 
No more the times return 

Of all their old delights, 
To gag, and rack, and burn; 

" Put out — put out your lights T 

Thank Gk)d ! we here can scoff 

At this their priestly cry; 
We laugh their Jesuits off, 

And all their power defy. 
For England Wiseman sighs-* 

To Eome the worst of sights; 
But all in vain he cries, 

" Put out — put out your lights !" 
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THE SLAVERS' WRECK. 

▲ HINT TO CERTAIN EMPERORS. 

Ho ! godless madmen at the helm, 

Ho 1 slavers on the deck, 
Your bark the waves will overwhelm, 

Your curst ship goes to wreck ; 
So let it be ; ship sea on sea ; 

Right through the breakers go ; 
The rocks that wreck you will but free 

Your pnsou'd slaves below. 

Grod-doom'd, your onward course you shape 

With all the skill you can ; 
His vengeance long you will not 'scape, 

Foul fetterers of man ! 
Godless — accurst — right plain we see 

You to destruction go ; 
Who cares? The rocks that wreck you free 

Your prison'd slaves below. 

Hark ! madmen, through the thickening gloom 

I hear the surfs deep roar ; 
How fast, all reckless of your doom, 

You drive towards the shore. 
Ho ! breakers left and right I sec, 

Ahead they're white as snow. 
Who cares ? The rocks that wreck you free 

Your prison'd slaves below. 

Ah ! did you care my course to try. 

You might at danger scoff ; 
Your bondsmen's help with freedom buy ; 

Quick ! strike their fetters off ! 
But, while they're slaves, no help they'll be ; 

Too well, ere this, they know. 
The rocks that wreck their masters, free 

Their prison'd slaves below. 

G 
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SHE'S DEAD ! 

She's dead — ^she's dead ! 

Her night of life is o'er. 
No summer murmurs those still lips shall speak ; 

Sunrise and sunset she shall see no more ; 
Nor flush nor pallor to that faded cheek 
■ Shall joy or fear for evermore restore ; 
Thou, Earth, no more shalt throb beneath her tread; 

She's dead — she's dead ! 

Thou masker. Death ! 
Thou art but life disguised ; 
Still bum the suns though we but gaze on night. 

From these poor raiments that her soul despised. 
She's passed to holier hours and shadeless light. 

Thou wan, dim Earth, she walks in fields more prized ; 
And 'gainst her shining brows is heaven's own breath ; 
Thou masker, Death ! 



O THE WILD, WILD WINDS HAVE VOICES. 

O THE wild, wild winds have voices 

That only that wife can hear; 
One voice that wife rejoices, 

While one but speaks of fear. 
As she listens, the winds moan by, 

And they tell of a prayed-for ship, 
Of the look from a longed-for eye. 

And the sound from a long-lost lip. 

Now what does she hear them tell, 

As, without, through the night they sweep ? 
Of his whaler speeding well 

Home — home, o'er a waveless deep ; 
Yes, she hears in the winds a voice 

That's telling how swift his ship 
Speeds on, her heart to rejoice 

With a kiss from his longed-for lip. 
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Now what do the wild gusts utter, 

As, by, the night-winds moan 1 
Of tempest and wreck they mutter, 

Of peril and death alone ; 
Of a bare hull swept before 

The storm — of a foundering ship— 
Of a face she shall see no more. 

And a vainly longed-for lip. 



CHILD, PURSUE THY BUTTERFLY ! 

Child, pursue thy butterfly, 

Hot of foot and keen of eye. 

But to learn, poor fool, when caught, 

It, so wildly, hotly sought, 

Was but all unworth thy thought, 

All unworth a smile or sigh. 

Child, pursue thy butterfly ! 

Thou, the hunter of a name, 

Chaser of the flight of fame. 

On, Ixion-like, above, 

Mount, to clasp but cloud, and prove 

Thou art but the cheat of Jove, 

Mock and laughter of the sky. 

Child, pursue thy butterfly ! 

Midas, thou that in the strife 
But for riches, wastest life, 
Win thy wish, and, winning, learn 
All that thou hast toiled to earn 
Is what wisdom well may spurn. 
Bought with all thou winn'st it by. 
Child, pursue thy butterfly ! 

Bee, that knowest but the power 
Sweets to suck from every hour, 

G 2 



84 LIZ, you've a teasing heart. 

Thou, whose wasted days have known 
Pleasures of the sense alone, 
On, amid thy joys to own, 
Won, they waken but the sigh. 
Chil4, pursue thy butterfly I 

Shadow-hunter, too, art thou. 
Who, to good, tby toil dost vow ? 
No— the golden gleams that woo 
Thy swift hopes, O soul ! pursue ; 
Won or not, thou trackst the true. 
Ever to thine heaven more nigh; 
Thine no fleeting butterfly ! 



LIZ, YOU'VE A TEASING HEART. 

Liz. youVe a teasing heart ; foolish one, part with it, 

If you a moment of comfort would see ; 
What can you do, O the mad wild young heart, with it ] 

Quick, Liz, get rid of it; leave it with me. 

I, too, have one, just its fellow at teasing me ; 

What, with so wild an one — what can I do ? 
Ah, if you'd know how you best could be pleasing me, 

You'd let me leave it for good, Liz, with you. 

Yours, that each instant so tricks you and plays from you, 

By me so fondled and petted should be, 
'T would have no care to roam, and, if mine strays from you. 

Never put faith more in hearts or in me. 

Nay, never fear but its good it will know too well 

Ever to harbour a thought, Liz, to stray ; 
Would you, in truth, all its love have it show too well 1 

Only in sport threat to drive it away. 

Then how 'twill flutter and tremble and pray to yon. 
Till that, poor scared thing, you'll pity its fear ; 

Quick, then ! my counsel take ! heed what I say to yon, 
Quick ! take my heart and leave yours, Liy^ie, here 1 
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TO THE CONGRESS OF PARIS. 

Lo, at the council-table seated, 

The Congress sits in talk profound, 
While guess and rumour are repeated 

To wondering nations listening round. 
Well may the peoples, gagged and fettered, 

Flutter to hear of tliis and that, 
Without a hope that they'll be bettered 

By all, O Congress, that you're at ! 
Yes, despots laugh and subjects groan ; 

But, hark ! I hear the nations say, 
" We'll hold a Congress of our own 

" Without your help, O Kings, some day." 

What by your awful wisdom's uttered, 

O Congress, we can only guess ; 
To us no syllable is muttered ; 

But royal ears your councils bless. 
Around, the trembling nations listen : 

O what will come of all this fuss ! 
Imperial eyes with gladness glisten ; 

Ah ! that can bode no good to us. 
Yes, despots laugh and subjects groan ; 

But hark ! I hear the nations say, 
" We'll hold a Congress of our own 

" Without your help, O Kings, some day." 

We hoped, indeed, the proverb's moral 

Would hold true, not for thieves alone ; 
The people said, " When Emperors quarrel, 

The peoples perhaps will get their own." 
This, too, their sceptred owners fearing. 

Too soon they bid their war to cease; 
O Congress, soon shall we be hearing, 

Thrones only gain by this your peace. 
Yes, despots laugh and subjects groan ; 

But, hark ! I hear the nations say, 
" We'll hold a Congress of our own 

" Without your help, O Kings, some day !'* 
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Say, is the map of Europe, lying 

Upon your council-table there, 
Their rights to nations still denying, 

The self-same markings still to bear ? 
Vienna's Congress kings invested 

With states that still their freedom claim ; 
Has Paris 'gainst their wrongs protested ? 

Or does it leave them but the same ? 
Yes, despots laugh and subjects groan ; 

But, hark ! I hear the nations say, 
" We'll hold a Congress of our own 

" Without your help, O Kings, S9me day." 

England and France, your faith believing, 

Sardinia helped you in your need ; 
Are you her holy hopes deceiving ? 

Or, say, shall Italy be freed ? 
How oft^n, fettered Poland naming, 

" Poland," you said, " again should be." 
Are you your uttered words disclaiming ? 

Or, say, shall Poland now be free ? 
Yes, despots laugh and subjects groan ; 

But, hark ! I hear the nations say, 
" Well hold a Congress of our own 

" Without your help, O Kings, some day." 

Alas ! alas 1 what fettered nation, 

What people gagged and watched and bound, 
Thinks that for it, its hoped salvation 

Will in your protocols be found 1 
What matter ? Hope to us is singing 

Of all of which your parchment's dumb ; 
The deluge that our new world's bringing, 

Our better world, will surely come. 
Yes, despots laugh and subjects groan ; 

But, hark ! I hear the nations say, 
" Well hold a Congress of our own 

" Without your help, O Kings, some day." 
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NO MORE GREAT LOVE MY HEART 

BEGUILES. 

"No more great Love my heart beguiles," 

Methought : 
I said, " I dare to hold his wiles 

" At nought. ' 
But, ah, again, by your dear smiles 

I'm caught. 

How strong his strength, and I, how weak ! 

Fierce child ! 
Your laughing lips he did but seek. 

And smiled, 
And I no more of scorn could speak — 

Beguiled. 

How came I so the boy to slight 1 

Ah, true ! 
Yet how could I guess what his might 

Could do, 
When then he ne'er had snared my sight 

With you ! 



THE SONG OF DEATH, 

Time said to Pride, 

" Robe thee in rich array ; 
" Fair Lowliness deride 

" That walks beside thy way ! " 
But ever grim Death kept singing, 

Awfiil and low its tone, 
** Wisest are they who, bom in time, 
" Yet live not for time alone.'* 

Earth spake to Lust, 

" Bar not, O Lust, thy will ; 
" Delights full rare hath sense ; 

" Of all take thou thy fill ! " 
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But ever grim Death kept singings , 

Piercing and calm its tone, 
" Wisest are they, the sons of time, 

" Who live not for time aloue.** 

" Known be thy name ! " ** 

Vanity heard Life say, 
*' Breathe thou the breath of fame 
" That shall not pass away ! ** 
But ever grim Death kept singing, 

Solemn and clear its tone, 
" Wisest are they who, toiling in time^ 
" Yet toil not for time alone." 
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THE LUCK OF EDEN HALL. 

A PEAYEB TO THB PEOPLE. 

SoNO, that all wondrous things can save^ 

Tells how, of old, to Eden's lord 
A magic gift the fairies gave, 

Some kindly action's rich reward ; 
A crystal cup, that, safe, no ill 

Should unto Eden's race befall ; 
Theirs should be every blessing still, 

While theirs the Luck of Eden Hall. 
O, lords of Eden, treasure up 
The fairies' gift— your magic cup ! 

Lands, state and reverence, courage, power. 

Wealth that no wildest waste impairs. 
Health, genius, every good's their dower. 

While the good fairies' gift is theirs. 
But let a rash or faithless hand 

The magic blessing once let fall. 
Lost shall be power, and wealth, and land. 

Lost with the Luck of Eden Hall. 
O, race of Eden, treasure up 
The fairies' gift — your magic cup ! 
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K, O tijitli, in olden fiction told ! 

O England, hoed the lesson well ; 
A precious truth this tale of old, 

To ears that heed it, still should tell ; 
^ Unto thy trust a gift, how rare ! 
\ By gracious Providence is given ; 

O, of that priceless gift take care. 

Freedom, that priceless gift of heaven ! 
O, land of freemen, treasure up. 
Freedom, God's gift — thy magic cup ! 

Since thou hast had it, time can tell 

How every blessing has been yours ; 
Still dost thou prize thy treasure well ; 

See how thy greatness still endures ! 
Matchless the race that in thee dwells ; 

Thy sails are white on every sea ; 
To wondering nations, glory tells 

Of all possessed and done by thee. 
O, land of freemen, treasure up 
God's priceless gift — thy magic cup ! 

Hark ! through the troubled earth resounds 

The strife for rights thy sons have here ; 
Whilst peace abides within thy bounds. 

And wisdom rules thee free from fear. 
Envious, thy state the nations see, 

By tyrants gagged, by priests oppressed ; 
O race, so great because so free. 

How blessed are you with freedom blessed ! 
O, race of freemen, treasure up 
God's priceless gift — ^your magic cup ! 

Ah, prize it well I O my own land, 

Let not the mocking nations see 
This blessing, given to thy hand, 

E*er held less dear than now by thee ! 
Still let this highest gift of God, 

Thee, land, above the nations lift, 
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So shall thy future path be trod 

Secure from ill, through this God's gift. 
O, land of freemen, treasure up 
God's priceless gift — thy magic cup ! 

So in its weird strength shalt thou stand, 

Rock-like amid the waves of ill ; 
Thy conquering march throtigh time, how grand 

Thy future ever grander still ; 
But O, remember, in that hour 

Thy hold is from thy treasure forced, 
To weakness turns thy vaunted power — 

With freedom's loss shall all be lost. 
0, race of freemen, treasure up 
Gk)d's priceless gift — your magic cup ! 



THE TRICOLOR. 

▲ CRT FOR EUROPEAN FREEDOM. 

When will the nations be up once more. 
With a shout that shall ring from shore to shore, 
Ai^d Europe's despots go down before 
The flaunt of our flag — the Tricolor ? 
Palsied and hag-ridden, Europe seems, 
Tranced and tortured in evil dreams. 
But hard she breathes and turns her o'er ; 
Let her wake to the flap of the Tricolor ! 

The render of chains — the Tricolor ; 

The planter of rights — the Tricolor ; 

O that the people's ranks once more 

Were flaunting onward the Tricolor ! 

Frenchmen, ground 'neath a despot's heel, 
When >vill you turn on the girdling bteel ? 
Paris, will it be long before 
St. Antoine's up for the Tricolor 1 
Mutterers by the thrice-freed Seine, 
When will your barricades rise again 1 
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When will your lilarseillaise once more 
Be thundered out 'neath the Tricolor 1 

" Eighty-nine's" flag — the Tricolor; 

"Thirty's" banner — the Tricolor; 

When will " forty-eight's** ranks once more 

Conquer a crown 'neath the Tricolor. 

Shall not Naples' Bourbon hear 

A shout that shall smite him white with fear 1 

Shall not Sicily strike once more, ■ 

Armed and ranked, for the Tricolor 1 

Freedom yet shall make her home 

In a proud Milan, and a priestless Rome, 

And Florence shall yet take heart once more, 

For her old free life, 'neath the Tricolor. 

Mazzini*8 banner — the Tricolor ; 

Garibaldi's colours — the Tricolor; 

The South*s republics shall live once more, 

Chainless again 'neath the Tricolor. 

How long will Clicquot befool and lie, 
Nor fear that his Berliners' hour is nigh ? 
Brandenburg oaths will serve no more 
When Prussia takes to the Tricolor. 
For another March will the dotard wait ? 
For the vengeance that's due for " forty-eight V* 
To Potsdam shall he not fly once more, 
Hunted forth by the Tricolor ? 

The righter of wrongs — the Tricolor ; 

The smiter of thrones — the Tricolor ; 

Let Potsdam's pedant grow wise before 

His Prussians take to the Tricolor ! 



Darkly St. Stephen's tower looks down 
On lowering brows in Vienna's town. 
On lips that mutter yet more and more 
Of days that shall come with the Tricolor. 
Austrians, when will the glad time come 
When German thoughts must no more be dumb, 
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When Hapsburg and Croat will fly before 
The shouts that herald the Tricolor 1 

Bohemia's dream — the Tricolor ; 

Proud Hungary's hope — the Tricolor; 

Lombardy's heart is strong once more, 

As she flushes and thinks of the Tricolor. 

Gagged and fetter'd by cowl and crown, 
Hungary crouches, Cossack'd down ; 
Pesth, how long will it be before 
Your walls shall fling out the Tricolor ? 
Kossuth watches and waits afar ; 
In the leash are Honved and fierce hussar ; 
Guyon, the Austrian squares, once more 
Will thunder through, with the Tricolor. 

The Magyar's thought — the Tricolor ; 

The Hapsburg's terror — ^the Tricolor; 

When will Klapka's hussars once more 

Spur to the charge for the Tricolor ? 

That order reigns that trod down souls 
When Diebitsch butcher'd Grokow's Poles ; 
Shall not that order be rent once more 
When Warsaw raises the Tricolor ? 
Poland, how we hunger to hear 
Your thunder-tramp and your lancers' cheer, 
When the snow-white eagle streams once more 
To the charge, by the side of the Tricolor ! 

Kosciusko's standard — the Tricolor; 

Dombrowski's banner — the Tricolor; 

O that your pennons were launched once more 

On the Russian squares, for the Tricolor ! 

Northward, each despot looks afar 

For the help of each tyrant's prop — the Czar; 

But westward the Cossack spurs no more 

Again to trample the Tricolor. 

For at home for him the Western swords 

Have carved out work for his swarming hordes, 
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And conquering Europe shakes no more 
At the frowns of the foe of the Tricolor. 

The Alma's colours — the Tricolor; 

The Tchernaya's flag— the Tricolor; 

Calmuck and Tartar have learn'd once more 

To fly from the flap of the Tricolor, 

In each despot's halls is a nameless dread, 

A haunting terror at board and bed ; 

Tyrants listen from shore to shore, 

For the cry that shall come with the Tricolor. 

The nations gagg'd, and blinded, and bound, 

Hearken too for the stormy sound, 

The sound that to rend and to loose once more, 

Shall conquering come with the Tricolor. 

Freer of thoughts — the Tricolor ; 

Looser of lips — the Tricolor ; 

Souls and tongues shall be fetter'd no more 

When thrones go down 'neath the Tricolor. 



IMAGES! IMAGES! 

Images ! Images ! sirs, I cry ; 
Images ! Images ! come, who'll buy ? 
Here's a Statesman, reckoned nice, 

Cramm'd with independence ; see, 
He should bring a liberal price ; 

Come — what shall his figure be ? 
Pay alone that one will buy ; 

He has twice been sold before ; 
Power — a Garter — this goes high ; 
Come — for this you must bid more. 
Images! Images! sirs, 1 cry; 
Images ! Images ! come, who'll buy 1 

Here's a Soldier; that one, hark, 
He is but mere common clay ; 

You can have him for a mark, 

Cheap, for just twelve pence a day. 
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This one's quite another kind ; 

Sirs, for him play other cards ; 
For him orders you must find, 
Or a fresh step in the Guards. 
Images ! Images ! sirs, I cry; 
Images ! Images ! come, who'll buy ? 

Here's a Lawyer — wants a soul. 

Sold some years shice for a fee ; 
For another — there, the whole. 

All that's left, sir, yours shall be; 
Let's be plain, though, shunning strife, 

He's your own but while he's breath. 
Not an instant after life, 

Satan has him, slap, at death. 
Images 1 Images ! sirs, I cry ; 
Images ! Images ! come, who'll buy 1 

Here's a Poet ; well, this time 

You shall purchase for a whim ; 
Say, " he's Homer ;' hear his rhyme ; 

That, you'll find, makes sure of him; 
That's another of the tribe, 

Queer the lot are, friends, I own, 
At his rivals sneer and gibe ; 

There — he's yours for that alone. 
Images ! Images ! sirs, I cry ; 
Images ! Images ! come, who'll buy ? 

Aldermen — coarse, dull, and fat — 

Turtle, who'll for these afford ? 
Sir, a knighthood buys you that; 

This, the notice of a lord ; 
Jews 1 O take them, life and soul, 

For a bargain — ^large or small. 
Tradesmen — you may have the whole, 

Orders— cash, sir, buys them all. 
Images ! Images ! sirs, I cry ; 
Images ! Images ! come, who'll buy ? 
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Who's for Women 1 on my life, 

I can suit all; only try; 
This, sir, if you want a wife, 

Tliirty thousand pounds will buy ; 
This, a title ; but here, sir. 

If for less you must be blest. 
Any home will purchase her; 

Prices differ for the rest. 

Images I Images 1 sirs, I cry ; 
Images ! Images ! come, who'll buyl 

Here's a Curate, lean and poor, 

Him a living, friends, will buy ; 
Vicars can't be bought — you're sure 1 

They're too holy 1 only try ; 
Now who offers for this Saint 1 

What 1 a Deanery 1 not amiss ; 
And for this now 1 there, don't faint ; 

Yes, a Mitre buys you this. 
Images ! Images I sirs, I cry ; 
Images 1 Images 1 come, who'll buy? 

Here's an Actor — ^yours for noise ; 

Only clap ; he s yours, kind sir. 
A Danseuse — a bouquet choice. 

Diamonds — dress, make sure of her. 
And this Merchant ? — early news. 

For a sly stroke upon 'Change, 
Some good hint — the thing to use, 

One that will the Funds derange. 
Images 1 Images 1 sirs, I cry ; 
Images ! Images ! come, who'll buy? 

Here's a Bigot; who ensures 

Him the highest seat in heaven ? 
Here's a Courtier; sir, he's yours 

For that Garter to be given. 
This Composer ? you m^e oath 

He's a Mozart ? he's your own. 
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Painter ? Sculptor ? praise buys both, 
Like your Poet — praise alone. 
Images ! Images ! sirs, I cry ; 
Images ! Images ! come, wholl buy 1 

What, sirs, you're for higher game ? 

King or Emperor ] don't be nice ; 
They've their figure ; conquests — fame — 

Higher taxes — that's their price ; 
This one of the Bomba kind, 

Mind ! or, sir, he'll go off, bang ! 
Take him ! do ! if you've a mind 

For some patriots, just to hang. 
Images ! Images ! sirs, I cry ; 
Images I Images ! come, who'll buy 1 

There, I'm nearly rid of all ; 

Come, who has the rest 1 they'll go 
All for something ; great and small, 

King and cobbler— high and low; 
Wisdom — ignorance — virtue — vice — 

Patriot — tyrant — knave and tool — 
Come — who buys 1 all have their price — 

Parson — tradesman — genius — ^fool. 
Images ! Images ! sirs, I cry ; 
Images ! Images ! come, who'll buy ? 



HAD I A POET'S MIGHTY POWER. 

Had I a Poet's mighty power, 

How would I joy to make your name 
The people's thought through every hour, 

A sound the sweetest known to fame ! 
To every fleeting charm I'd give 

Existence that should time defy ; 
And in a nation's songs should live 

Our love in words that never die. 
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And O, were mine the painter's art, 

From every form my pencil drew, 
In still immortal youth should start 

Some charm — some memory of you ; 
That beauty, by my canvas caught, 

The baffled might of time should scom^ 
Unknowing change or age, the thought — 

The awe of races yet unborn. 

Yet, love, who cares 1 not you, I know; 

This hour at least is all our own; 
For this the future we'll forego : 

How blest to live for this alone ! 
Can fame, with its eternal fuss, 

One moment such as this restore ! 
Love brims the cup of life for us; 

Nor you, nor I, shall ask for more. 



WHILE THE CHAMPAGNE FOAMS. 

While the Champagne foama 
And trembles in your glasses, 

Lift it, sparkling, high. 
To her \vho aJU surpasses. 

Drink this toast of mine ! 
Trust me, to my thinking, 

She's a toaat divine. 

Worth the Gods' own drinking^ 
Worth the Gods' own drinking, 

When Hebe pours the wine. 

Fill to her again ! 

Faith ! boys, she resembles 
This same golden light 

In my glass that trembles; 
Bright her dear eyes are. 

Brighter far than this is; 
And her ripe lips far 

Beat it, boys, in blisses, 

Not such glorious blisses 
In Jove's own nectar are. 

H 
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Yes, this sparkling wine 

Joy to life is giving; 
But her lips to mine, 

That, O Gknis, is living ! 
All joys but one were 

Fate to me refusing, 
To be loved by her, 

That, boys, were my choosing; 

What matter all else losing, 
Bo fate but left me her ! 



COUNSEL TO KINGS. 

Hese, as I by my fireside sit, 
And meditate my rhymes. 
Across my busy brain will flit 

The ti^igs of the times; 
And as along my memory run 

The news each moment brings. 
From out the whirl of thought is spun 
This counsel unto kings ; 
Beware, kings, beware ! 

Heed the game ye play ! 
Kings, the world is moving; 
Stand from out the way ! 

At last from Prussia's royal lips 

Let honest truth be heard ; 
A people tire of paltering knaves 
Who break too ofb their word ; 
The perjured faith of duped 'flfbeein 

Suits not since 'forty-eight; 
The future holds more Marches yet 
If wisdom come too late. 
Beware, kings, beware ! 

Heed the game ye play! 
Kings, the world is moving; 
Stand from out the way ! 
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Weak Austria, plant on swords your throne ! 

Play out your bloody game ! 
Your triumpLs Freedom laughs to scorn, 

The end is but the same ; 
Each time the Sibyl comes for more, 

Denied her present due; 
Vienna yet will have her rights. 
And, kings, her vengeance too. 
Beware, kings, beware ! 

Heed the game ye play! 
Kings, the world is moving ; 
Stand from out the way ! 

You Hapsburgs and you Brandenburgs 

Are things we prize, no doubt ; 
Force not the world to find such things 

It well can do without ! 
Gagg'd tongues and censor-shackled thoughts 

Much longer will you rule ? 
Be wise and know that these are times 
When rulers must to school ! 
Beware, kings, beware ! 

Heed the game ye play ! 
Kings, the world is moving ; 
Stand from out the way ! 

Bourbon of Naples, when shall Time 

Your bloody rule forget 1 
And dream you there shall come no hour 

Shall pay Messina's debt 1 
Hate reapeth hate ; blood cries for blood ; 

Shall not that cry endure 1 
The avenging Furies on the track, 
Or swift or slow, are sure ! 
Beware, kings, beware ! 

Heed the game ye play ! 
Kings, the world is moving; 
Stand from out the way 1 

The times are gone when history 
By kings alone was made ; 

h2 
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Tlie idtnre Ins Boane paitB ^ plain 

Bj mlioiis to be plitj d ; 
Woe ! voe to thoee bj iHmmb their path, 

Thdr £aed path is cn» d ! 
A scaffold oDoe a Boorbon tzod — 
A head a Stuart lost! 

Beware, kinga. beware ! 

Heed the gvne je play ! 
Kings, the worid is moving ; 
Stand from oat the way ! 
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« SEIZE,- I SAID, " O ART, THY PENCIL.' 

«Skize,"I said, "^ O Alt, thy pendl, 

^ And, in ooloors, all dlTine, 
" Give her to my love for ever — 

" Ever — ever, make her mine ! 
*' Seize her smile ere tame hath chill'd it; 

^ Fix her glance while yet 'tis bright ; 
** Give that brow unlined by sorrow, 

" That deep hair untonch'd with white Y* 
Vain, all vain Art's efforts were ; 
O what art could image her ! 

And I cry to Memory ever, 

Cry in vain to day — ^to night, 
" Oh, if but for one sweet instant, 

" Give her — give her to my sight !" 
Weary day unheeding hears me ; 

Nigbt, thrice weary, heeds me not; 
Diih the image Memory brings me, 

All its sweetness half forgot ; 

Eyes how changed from what they were ! 
Memory may not image her ! 
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TO THE COMING COMET. 

A POPULAR INVOCATION PROM SEVERAL EUROPEAN 

CAPITALS. 

** Astronomers are expecting the appearance this year of the Comet 
called that of Charles V., and so named from having caused that 
monarch to abdicate and retire to the Convent of St. Just/' — Neic»- 
paper Paragraph, 

O Comet, blessing man's poor eyes 

When God the earth's cries deigns to hear, 
O blessed wanderer of the skies, 

O longed-for star, again appear ! 
If many a people thou hast freed 

From many a despot's cursed power, 
See, earth had never greater need 
Of thee, O star ! than at this hour. 
How despots vex poor Europe still : 

Oh, haste upon its tyrants here 
Thy destined purpose to fulfil ; 
Appear, O star, again appear ! 

An Emperor's word was iron law. 

Two worlds beneath his ruling groan'd ; 
O star ! thy fiery glare he saw, 

And straight his sins in sackcloth own'd. 
How many now, with sway more foul 

Thau his, God's trampled earth offend ! 
Oh ! to the cell — ^the whip — ^the cowl, 
How many, star, thou well might'st send. 
See, despots vex our poor esurth still ; 

Oh, haste upon its tyrants here 
Thy destined purpose to fulfil ; 
Appear^ O star, again appear 1 

Thy destined power one Stuart felt, 
Who sought our fathers to enslave^ 

When at the block aghast he knelt 
And his pale head to justice gave. 

Nor long to be by tyrants vex'd 
By thee, O wanderer, were we left; 
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A second Stuart, star, you next 
Of sceptre and of crown bereft 

See, despots vex our poor earth still ; 

Oh, haste upon its tyrants here 
Thy destin'd purpose to fulfil ; 
Appear, O star, again appear ! 

Then next the Bourbons' fated race, 

Long doom'd — long spared — awoke thine ire 
Well might weak Louis trembling trace 

Along the night thy train of fire. 
Thy glare along the ghastly skies 

Its tyrant's doom to France foretold ; 
Thou heard'st the people's anguish'd cries ; 
A king's head on their scaffold roll'd. 
See, despots vex our poor earth still; 

Oh, haste upon its tyrants here 
Thy destin'd purpose to fulfil ; 
Appear, O star, again appear ! 

Then, ere you sank from human eyes, 
How, wild with terror, Europe rung. 
How often, with the dying cries 

Of tyrants from the people sprung ! 
Marat — fierce Danton — Robespierre, 

All drunk with blood, by you were hurl'd 
To death, no more to shake with fear 
The kings and nations of the world. 
See, despots vex poor Europe still ; 
Oh, haste upon its tyrants here 
Thy destin'd purpose to fulfil; 
Appear, O star, again appear ! 

A tyrant from the people sprung, 
Napoleon trod on prostrate thrones ; 

A despot still, his ruling wrung 

From trampled Europe tears and groans, 

And thou didst hear ; his doom to tell, 
Upon the night thy terrors rose, 
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And, false to freedom's rights, lie fell, 
Struck down by nations made his foes. 
See, despots vex our poor earth still; 

Oh, haste upon its tyrants here 
Thy destined purpose to fulfil ; 
Appear, O star, again appear ! 

Again across the ghastly night, 

O star, thy vengeful terrors sped ; 
Friend of the people, from thy sight, 

Again the baffled Bourbons fled. 
But better influence thou didst shed ; 

The people's foes thou didst not slay ; 
He, too, the despot in their stead 
Thou didst but, crownless, scare away. 
See, despots vex our poor earth still; 

Oh, haste upon its tyrants here 
Thy destin'd purpose to fulfil ; 
Appear, O star, again appear ! 

Bit woe unto the nations ! woe ! 

To tyrants, tyrants still succeed ; 
Lo)k on this Europe, star, and know 

3ow much thy coming still we need ; 
For. souls and tongues are fetter'd sore, 

ind slaves are they who should be free, 
Ani nations wildly watch once more 
Thy thrice-blest gleams, O star, to see. 
See, despots vex our poor earth still ; 

Oh, haste upon its tyrants here 
Thy destin'd purpose to fulfil ; 
Appear, O wanderer, re-appear ! 

H)w long thy coming blaze to see, 

In vain the weary nations pine ; 
"When wilt thou come 1 When will there be 

A nobler, purer '89 1 
Ome, and a worthier '30 bring ; 

How long — how long we watch and wait ! 
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Come, star, and let the glad earth ring 
With the free shouts of '48. 

See, despots vex our poor earth still ; 

Oh, haste upon its t3rrants here 
Thy destin'd purpose to fulfil ; 
Appear^ O star, again appear ! 
1858. 



DEAD. 

EosEs! 
Ah ! to charm the golden light, 

Summer none like them discloses^ 
Smiles that day that met my sight, 

Boses! 

Lilies! 
Oh, to live again that day 

White — ^how white ! how cold and still is 
Each wan cheek— sweet life away ! 

Lilies! 



MY ROSES BLOSSOM THE WHOLE YEAR 

ROUND. ( 

My roses blossom the whole year round ; ■ 
For, O they grow on enchanted ground ; 

Divine is the earth 

Where they spring to birth ; 
On dimpling cheeks with love and mirth, , 
Thej^re found. 

They're ever found. 

My lilies no change of seasons heed ; 

Nor shelter from storms or frosts they neei ; 

For, O they grow 

On a neck of snow. 
Nor all the wintry blasts that blow 
They heed. 

They ever heed. 
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THE RIGHT ABOVE THE WRONG. 

THE HOPE OF THE PEOPLE. 

I HEAR them say, " By all this stir 

" What do the people gain ? 
" Their despots* slaves of old they were, 

" Their slaves they still remain." 
Yet God will right the people yet, 

Although the struggle's long ; 
Yes, friends, we've faith that God will set 

The right above the wrong. 

" See France," they say, " what has she won. 

" By all her bloody pasti 
" She ends the same as she begun, 

" A tyrant's toy at last." 
Yet, Heaven her woe will not foiget, 

She'll up again ere long; 
For her we've faith that God will set 

The right above the wrong, 

" No more your Hungary's batile-peab 

"O'er listening Europe roll; 
"Securely gagg'd and diain'd, she feels 

" The iron in her soul." 
Does she her battle-fields forget, 

Triumphant once so long] 
She waits : for her, too, God will set 

The right above the wrong. 

" Milan, too, rose in '48, 

" And tore her chains away, 
" To curse again her children's fate — 

" The Austrians' scorn to-day." 
Her three days she remembers yet. 

And still her hope is strong. 
Ere long her God for her will set 

The right above the wrong. 
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'* Look, at its triple despots' feet, 

" Their victim, Poland lies; 
<< Who knows if still its free heart bea^ 

" Or heeds its dying cries T 
Ah ! God its cries will not forget ; 

Though Poland suffer long, 
We've Mth that God for her will set 

The right above the wrong. 

" Vienna 'gainst the Hapsburg rose : 

" And what's Vienna now? 
" The very scoff of Freedom's foes, 

" The thing a spy can cow." 
And does she '48 forget? 

No. Armed, and free ere long, 
Within her walls our God will set 

The right above the wrong. 

Yes; gagg'd and chain'd the nations lie, 

And wrong and vengeance reign ; 
To God goes up the bitter cry 

That will not rise in vain. 
The people watch, and wait, and let 

Their living hope be strong, 
Who doubts but Gk>d at last will set 

The right above the wrong? 

For in a righteous Gk>d we trust ; 

In Him our hope is sure ; 
We will not think, while He is just. 

Injustice can endure. 
Not long, O God, wilt Thou forget 

Thy people's cries — ^notlong ; 
Thou wilt arise in wrath, and set 

The right above the wrong. 

1857. 
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L'ENVOL 

Boll on, O river, to thy goal, 

The far illimitable main; 
Gladdening the earth, thy waters roll 

Through vale and fertile plain ; 
O mighty joy ! had it been given, 

Majestic river unto me, 
Blessing and blest of earth and heaven, 

To run my course like thee ! 

Yet, soul, content thee with the powers. 

The lowly powers to thee assigned ; 
The brook that winds through meadow flowers. 

In that thy likeness find ; 
Scarce seen its course, and yet no less 

Its scarce-seen course it loves to ran, 
Bejoicing its few fields to bless 

And gurgle through the sun. 



THE GREEN HILLS OF SURREY. 

AN EMIGRANT SONO. 

O FROM Box Hill and Leith Hill the prospects are £air, 
You look o'er the sweet vales of green Surrey there, 
And, than Surrey's dear green vales, you never saw lie. 
Or sweeter or greener, beneath th^ blue sky ; 
O the green hills of Surrey, the sweet hills of Surrey, 
The dear hills of Surrey 111 love till I die. 

O Farnham, green Farnham, what hop-grounds are there 
That with Farnham's fair hop-grounds can ever compare ! 
And what pleasure it were once again but to lie 
On Guildford's green hill-sides beneath the blue sky ! 
O the green hills of Surrey, the sweet hills of Surrey, 
The dear hills of Surrey I'll love till I die. 

O Dorking is pleasant, and Dorking is green. 

And sweet are the woods and the walks of Deepdene, 
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But for Dorking's sweet meadows in vain I must sigh, 
And Deepdene's green woods will no more meet my eye ; 
But the green woods of Surrey, the sweet woods of Surrey, 
The dear woods of Surrey I'll love till I die. 

O Kent has fair orchards ; no pleasanter show 
Than her apple-trees blooming in April, I know, 
Save the orchards 'round Reigate, sweet Reigate, that lie 
With their red and white blossoms so fair 'neath the sky. 
O the green fields of Surrey, the sweet fields of Surrey, 
The dear fields of Surrey I'll love till I die. 

O Surrey, green Surrey, that I had been bom 

To a farm 'mongst your fields, with its hops and its com. 

That I'd not been forced far, my fortune to try 

Across the wide sea, 'neath a far foreign sky ! 

O the green vales of Surrey, the sweet vales of Surrey, 

The dear vales of Surrey I'll love till I die. 

Minnesota's green prairies have plenty for all, 
And comfort and wealth here my own I can call. 
Yet often and often my thoughts, with a sigh, 
Far to Surrey's green hills, o'er the wide sea will fly ; 
O the green hills of Surrey, the sweet hills of Surrey, 
The dear hills of Surrey I'll love till I die. 

But sighing avails not, and wishing is vain. 

And the home of my childhood I'll ne'er see again ; 

The acres my labour's made mine here, I'll try 

To make dear to my heart, as they're fair to my eye ; 

But the green hills of Surrey, the sweet hills of SuiTcy, 

The dear hills of Surrey 111 love till I die. 

'Neath the park limes in Betchworth, 'tis there I would 

stroll ; 
O to walk but once more by the clear winding Mole ! 
But no more shall I hear the soft breeze rastle by 
Through those lime- tops, no more by the Mole I shall lie ; 
But the clear streams of Surrey, the sweet streams of Surrey, 
The dear streams of Surrey I'U love till I die. 



O BONNY 18 KT HUSBAND*S SHIP. lOD 

By the grey ivied church, where my father is laid, 

Where my mother lies with him, my grave should be made, 

But,' far &om them, my bones, when my time comes, must 

He 
'Neath the rain and the snow of a strange foreign sky; 
O the green hills of Surrey, the sweet vales of Surrey, 
The dear fields of Surrey TU love till I die. 



O BONNY IS MY HUSBAND'S SHIP. 

O BONNY is my husband's ship, the ship that well I love ; 
And welcome are its coming sails, all welcome sights above. 
There's not a tarry rope, not a spar that there I see. 
Not a deck-plank that he treads on, but it's O how dear to 
me ! 

O bright, bright was the May-time through which he sail'd 

away. 
But to me more wan and dreary than November was the 

day. 
O wintry winds beat keen with sleet — O cold seas rage 

and foam, 
But calm will be, and bright to me, the day that brings 

him home. 

O Katie, playing on the floor — O Jock, beside my knee — 
When father sits beside the fire, how happy we shall be ! 
O babe unborn that, when he comes, shall bless my happy 

breast, 
God send my baby safe to me, to kiss him with the rest. 

And many a pretty thing hell bring for little Kate and 
Jock, 

Carved wooden man, and funny beast, and shell, and spark- 
ling rock, 

A monkey, perhaps, so clever, with Jock and Kate to play. 

And a rainbow-colour'd parrot, that will chatter all the day. 
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O never be a sailor, Jock, to make the angry foam 
The terror of a loving wife and babes you've left at home ; 
And marry not a sailor, Kate, to be his weary wife, 
Unless you get one dear as he who's dear to me as life. 

Move swiftly on, you lonesome hours 1 tick quicker on, O 

clock! 
And bring the hour when, at my breast, my baby I shall 

rock, 
When in my arms my blessed babe shall laugh and leap 

and crow, 
And I shall teach its little eyes its father's face to know. 

O Thou who guid'st the stormy winds, O Thou who rul'st 

the sea, 
O Qod look down in mercy upon my babes and me ; 
Through storms and perils of the deep, O hold him in Thy 

hand. 
That we may bless Thy blessed name, when safe he treads 

the strand. 

You wives so blessed with plenty, how little do you 

know 
The blessings that, on such as I, your riches would bestow ! 
O John, come back with half enough to keep you safe 

ashore, 
And day and night 111 work that you may go to sea no 

more. 



HOME AGAIN. 
A soldibb's wife's sono. 

And O, but he's come home again, 
Home, home, home again ; 

And O, but he's come home again. 
My husband dear, to me ! 

'Twas only yesternight I knew 

The news — they broke it first to Sue, 

And I — I said, '' Can it be true, 
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And is my husband home again T 
And O, but he's come home again, 

Home, home, home again ; 
And O, but he's come home again, 

Mj husband dear, to me ! 

Ah, but it seems long weary years, 
My twenty months of heart-sick fears, 
Of nights Fve wet my cheeks with tears. 
To think, will he come home again ? 
And O, but he's come home again, 

Home, home, home again ; 
And O, but he's come home again. 
My husband dear, to me ! 

Ah, when upon his neck I hung. 
While to Ids breast like life I dung, 
I mind me well his angel tongue 

Said, '' Wife, but I'll come home again." 
And O, but he's come home again. 

Home, home, home again; 
And O, but he's come home again^ 
My husband dear, to me J 

O, sore have ached both heart and head ! 
How have I shivered as they read 
The lists of wounded and of dead ! 
Ah, would he — he come home again * 
And O, but he's come home again. 

Home, home, home again; 
And O, but he's come home again, 
My husband dear, to me ! 

O with what sighs is glory bought ! 
O why must battles e'er be fought 1 
O would kings give to wives a thought. 
Who wish their husbands home again ! 
And O, but he's come home again. 

Home, home, home again ; 
And O, but he's come home again. 
My husband dear, to me ! 
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But now, why speak of sorrow more ? 
His ship lies rocking at the Nore; 
Two hours, and he will be ashore^ 
Whom I've so pray'd for home again. 
And O, but he's come home again, 
, Home, home, home again; 
And O, but he's come home again, 
My husband dear, to me ! 

O bless'd be God ! the prayers I pray'd. 
The wild, wild words to heaven I said, 
Were heard ! O God, had he been dead, 
My husband, who is home again ! 
And O, but he's come home again. 

Home, home, home again ; 
And O, but he's come home again. 
My husband dear, to me ! 

For ever will I thank kind Heaven 
That gives the gift for which I've striven. 
By whom to these glad arms is given 
My husband who is home again ! 
And O, but he's come home again, 

Home, home, home again ; 
And O, but he's come home again^ 
My husband dear, to me ! 

No more, no more, to part no more ! 
O bless'd be Qod ! the war is o'er ! 
O hours fly by, till he's ashore. 
My husband, who is home again ! 
And O, but he's come home again^ 

Home, home, home again ; 
And O, but he's come home again^ 
My husband dear, to me ! 
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A THOUSAND LEAGUES AWAY. 

A SEA SONG. 

The wind is blowing fresli, Kate, the boat rocks there for me ; 
One kiss and I*m away, Kate, for two long years to sea ; 
For two long years to think of you — dream of you night 

and day — 
To long for you across the sea — a thousand leagues away, 
A thousand leagues away, dear Kate, 

A thousand leagues away. 
While round the Pole we toss and roll, 
A thousand leagues away. 

I half could be a landsman, Kate^ while those dear eyes 

I see. 

To hear the gale rave by, without, while you sat snug with 

me ; [play 

But I must hear the storm howl by, the salt breeze whistling 

Its weird sea-tune amongst the shrouds, a thousand leagues 

away, 

A thousand leagues away, dear Kate, 

A thousand leagues away. 
While south we go, blow high, blow low, 
A thousand leagues away. 

! 

I'm too rough for a landsman s lot — ^his tame life's not 

for me ; 
What could I do ashore for you? — my fortune's on the 

sea; 
The mate of winds and billows still, I must my fate obey. 
And chase the whale, before the gale, a thousand leagues 
away, 
A thousand leagues away, dear Kate, 

A thousand leagues away, 
The blubber boil, and stow the oil, 
A thousand leagues away. 

Something I have, and more shall have, if luck my fortune 

be, 
Enough at last a wife to keep and children round my knee , 

I 
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And do you love me well enough, Kate, from your heart 

to say, 
** I'm yours, though yon must win me. Will, a thousand 
leagues away, 

A thousand leagues away, dear Will, 

A thousand leagues away. 
For you she'll wait ; go, win your Kate, 
A thousand leagues away." 

One kiss; the tide ebbs fast, love; I mnrt no laggard be 
Upon the voyage I'll hope, love, will give a wife to me. 
Fray for us, Kate; such prayers as yours €k)d bids the 

winds obey; 
By fortune heard, your loving word will speed us far away, 
A thousand leagues away, my Kate^ 

A thousand leagues away, 

Ood will beMend the lad you send 

A thousand leagues away. 



HOW PLEASANT IS THE FARMER'S LIFE. 

How pleasant is the farmer's life ! away from smoky towns 
He breathes the pleasant country air of meadows, hills and 

downs. 
And with a hale, old hearty age a healthy life he crowns ; 
And it's O I'd be a farmer — a farmer I would be. 

No prison'd life the farmer lives, bent over desk and book, 
Or cribb'd within a shop all day, till white and wan's his 

look. 
Till less like to a man he grows, and weaker than our 

Suke ; 
And it's O IM be a farmer — a farmer I would be. 

As to your white^faced tradesman who fawns and smirks 

and smiles. 
Who cannot whirl a flail, boys, or walk a score of miles. 
What is his life to ours, we who leap the gates and stiles ? 
And it's O I'd be a farmer — a farmer I would be. 
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Our arms are strong with labour^ our clieeks are red with 

health, 
We never gain a penny'sworth by lying, trick or stealth, 
Yet cowhouse, sty and stackyard, ^ow we have our share 

of wealth ; 
And it's O I'd be a farmer — a farmer I would be. 

How pleasant is the Spring-time ! 'tis then we plough and 

sow. 
And through the shining mornings, beside our teams we go, 
While in the fields the lambkins leap and frisk their joy to 

show; 
And it's O rd be a farmer — a farmer I would be. 

How pleasant is the Summer-time ! 'tis then we make our 

And scythe and rake and fork and cart are busy all the day, 
Tis then we shear our bleating sheep with laugh and joke 
and play ; 
And it's I'd be a farmer — a farmer I would be. 

Then comes the pleasant Autumn-time when sheaves are 

reap'd and bound, 
And, at our happy harvest-homes, the song and ale go round, 
And through the calm and quiet days our busy flails 

resound ; 
And it's O I'd be a farmer — a farmer I would be. 

And when our fields are stripp'd and bare, and white with 

sleet and snow. 
When work is done, beside the fire what merry nights we 

know, 
With Christmas cheer and New Year's games we set our 

hearts aglow ; 
And it's O I'd be a farmer — a farmer I would be. 

Then luck to all good farmers ! God send them still, I say. 
Good seasons, plenteous harvests, and all they want each 

day^ 
Full bams, and folds and stackyards, and thankful hearts, 
I pray ; 
And it'9 O I'd be a farmer — a farmer I would be. 

i2 
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BALLAD. 

O THAT I were lying still in tlie grave cold and deep ! 

waking it is weary, and I fain, fain would sleep ; 

1 fain, fain would slumber, and fain would have dreams 
That true, true is friendship, and love all it seems. 

O false is the sea-wind, and false, false the sea. 

And false, false the friend, wind and wave brought to me. 

O had he but seen Scotland's clif& never more. 

Or I never welcomed his false face to shore ! 

O bonny is the red rose, the red rose on the tree, 
And bonny was one sweet face, one glad face to me, 
But now sick I lie, sick to see it in vain. 
And it's only in heaven I shall meet it again. 

O weary's the world ! how dear, O how dear 
Was that fair gentle face I shall see no more hero ; 
And how sweet was the voice here I listen for still. 
Though a word from those red lips my worn heart would 
kill 

Accursed be the wind and wave, and cursed be the ship. 
That brought to her young ears a word from his lip ! 
May its dark timbers smnd and break upon a cruel shore, 
Thit its false hammol. bring men suc^ black freights no 
more. 

My curse on the false heart wherever it may be. 
The cruel, cruel false heart that wiled her love from me ; 
But blessings, blessings on her wherever she may be. 
For, false or true, to me she's dear — she's dear, dear to me. 

O love, it can cherish and love can stab and kill ; 
O happy was my heart once, but now it would be still; 
It now would be still in the grave dark and deep ; 
O death give me rest, for I ^in, fain would sleep I 
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A SOLDIER AM I. 

I'm a lad to war bred, who's proud to wear the red, 
And this coat and this bearskin you see upon my head, 
By the Russians they were seen 
On the Alma's slopes of green, 
And when Inkermann's grey hill-sides we heap'd high with 

dead; 
To fight is my trade, and I never am afraid 

For my queen, lads, to fight, — for my country to die ; 
This medal at my breast and these clasps tell you best 
Where I've been — ^what I've seen, that a soldier am I. 

O my grand-dad, before, the red coat he wore; 
At Corunna long ago well he fought under Moore ; 
On Salamanca's plain 
He beat the French again, 
And through Badajos's breadi, quick their best back he 

bore ; 
Now he has a wooden peg, for at Quatre Bras a leg 

A round shot took off — so hell stump till he die ; 
At Chelsea, safe and snug, with his pipe and his mug, 

He tells his old tales, and a soldier am I. 

At the Cape in the bush with the Kaffirs Td a brush ; 
When Canton we storm'd, I went in with the crush; 
Under Campbell 'twas warm work, 
But they never found me shirk. 
And when Lucknow we took, I was first in the rush ; 
Now I'm home safe and sound, though IVe had many a 
wound ; 
This scar's not a beauty ; yet, as I pass them by, 
l^any a girl still I see looks a side-look at me; 
O they dearly love the red, and a soldier am I. 

If you'd trust now to some, the French soon will come 
To invade us at home here, but that's all a hum; 

Do you think that theyll come here 

To meet a British cheer. 
And to taste English steel to the sound of the drum ) 
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Should they have a whim some day to see us in that way, 
We know, boys, they'll come to our shores but to die ; 

With Enfield and with steel, I for one will let them feel 
That we're Englishmen yet — for a soldier am 1. 



THE PLEASANT FIELDS OF KENT. 

AN EMIOBANT SOXO. 

Kent's a pleasant country, and how heavy is his heart 
Who from her breezy hills and downs and meadows must 

depart. 
Who across the heaving ocean to seek a home is sent 
Far far from dear pld England and the pleasant fields of 

Kent. 

Fair Surrey, it has grassy hills, and Berkshire's lanes are 

green. 
But of all the counties England holds, our Kent it is the 

queen ; 
And never one of all her sons far from her ever went 
Without a heavy heart to leave the pleasant fields of Kent. 

Green Maidstone, it has orchards sweet, and Farleigh it has 

hops. 
And grassy fields by Medway's banks fiill many a white 

sheep crops; 
But from Maidstone's blooming orchards, and firom Far- 

leigh's hop-fields sent, 

1 shall see no more the Medway flow through the green 

fields of Kent ! 

O Lenham, it has pleasant woods ! dear to my heart are 

they, 
For there I've nutted, when a boy, full many an autumn 

day; 
But nevermore a day by me will in Lenham's woods be 

spent. 
For I am sailing o'er the sea, far from the woods of Kent ! 
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How pleasant are the Medway's banks — its waters flowing 

clear, 
And the cottage by its grassy side, where I dwelt for many 

a year; 
But on far Australia's streamless plains my last years must 

be spent. 
Far from the Medway's pleasant side, and the winding 

streams of Kent. 

O Kent, the sigh is on my lip, the tear is in my eye, 

To think no more my longing eyes will see you ere I die ; 

Yet, with brave heart in my new land, I'll strive to win 

content, 
But often will my thoughts be yours, O my own pleasant 

Kent. 



THE GLORIES OF OUR THAMES. 

O MANY a river song has sung and dearer made the names 
Of Tweed and Ayr and Nith and Doon, but who has sung 

our Thames ? 
And much green Kent and Oxfordshire and Middlesex it 

shames 
That they've not given long since one song to their own 

noble Thames. 

O clear are England's waters aU^ her rivers, streams and 

rills. 
Flowing stilly through her valleys lone and winding by 

her hills. 
But river, stream, or rivulet through all her breadth who 

names 
For beauty and for pleasantness with our own pleasant 

Thames. 

The men of grassy Devonshire the Tamar well may love, 
Aijd well may rocky Derbyshire be noisy of her Dove, 
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But with all their grassy beauty, nor Dove nor Tamar 

shames, 
Nor Wye, beneath her winding woods, our own green 

pleasant Thames. 

I care not if it rises in the Seven Wells' grassy springs, 
Or at Thames'head whence the rushy Chum its gleaming 

waters brings. 
From the Cotswolds to the heaving Nore, our praise and 

love it claims. 
From the Isis* fount to the salt sea Nore, how pleasant is 

the Thames ! 

O Gloucestershire and Wiltshire well its gleaming waters 

love, 
And Oxfordshire and Berkshire rank it all their streams 

above; 
Nor Middlesex nor Essex nor Kent nor Surrey claims 
A river equal in their love to their own noble Thames. 

How many a brimming river swells its waters deep and 

clear. 
The Windrush and the Cherwell and the Thame to Dorset 

dear. 
The Kennet and the Loddon that have music in their 

names. 
But no grandeur like to that in yours, my own mast-sha- 

dow'd Thames. 

How many a city of renown beside its green course stands ! 
How many a town of wealth and fame, how famous through 

all lands ! 
Fair Oxford, pleasant Abingdon and Beading, world-known 

names, 
Crowij'd Windsor, Hampton, Eichmond, all add glory to 

our Thames. 

But what wide river through the world, though broad its 

waters be, 
A London with its might and wealth upon its banks shall 

see) 
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The greatness of earth's greatest mart, that to herself she 

claims, 
The world's great wonder, England's boast, gives glory to 

our Thames. 

What hugest river of the earth such fleets as hers e'er bore, 
Such tribute rich from every land, such wealth from every 

shore, 
Such memories of mighty ones whose memories are fames, 
Who from their mighty deeds afar came homewards up the 

Thames ? 

In Westminster's old Abbey's vaults, what buried greatness 

lies ! 
Nelson and Wellington sleep there where Wren's dome fills 

the skies; . 
Here stands proud England's senate-house with all its 

mighty fames, 
These are the boast of Englishmen, the glory of our Thames. 

How many a river of the earth flows through a land of 

slaves ! 
Her banks are throng'd with freemen's homes, are heap'd 

with freemen's graves; 
Name the free races of the earth, and he, who tells them, 

names 
Freemen of the free blood of those who dwell beside our 

Thames. 

How many a heart in many a land yearns to you with what 

pride. 
What love, by the far Ganges' banks, by the green Murray's 

side ! 
By Ohio's waves, Columbia's stream, how many a free heart 

names, 
O with what love ! the old dear homes they left beside the 

Thames. 

Eiver of England, your green banks no armed feet, thank 

God! 
No hostile hosts, no stranger ranks for centuries past have 

trod; 
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O may no foemen ever come, to threat yonr homes with 

flames ! 
But should they come we'll show them soon what hearts 

are by the Thames. 

Flow on in glory, still flow on, Thames, unto the sea, 
Through glories gone, through grandeurs here, through 

greatness still to be : 
Through the free homes of England flow, and may yet 

higher fames, 
Still nobler glories star your course, O my own native 

Thames? 



A LAMENT. 

O WHO will be a husband to me ! 
And who will my baby's father be? 
Soon my babe will be bom and I'm all forlorn. 
And who will comfort me? 

Ah, war is a trade by which widows are made. 
And sore, full sore is my heart afraid 
That, among the red slain, on some battle plain 
My soldier will be laid. 

Alone — alone, I must make my moan.; 
No pity my father^s heart has shown ; 
My mother will scorn my babe when it's bom, 
And show it a face of stone. 

O bom to shame— to no father's name, 
My baby will bear its mother's blame; 
Only my love and its God's above 
Will smile on my child of shame. 

God send the day for which I so pray 
When my child in his father's arms I shall lay! 
O were he but here, my soldier dear 1 
O God ! to see that day ! 
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GOD BLESS THE DEAR OLD LAND! 

A SONG FOB AUSTBAUA. 

A THOUSAiH) leagaes below the line^ 'neath southern stars 

and skies, 
'Mid alien seas, the land that's ours, our own new England 

lies; 
From North to South, six thousand miles heave white with 

ocean foam 
Between the old dear land weWe left and this our new- 
found home ; 
Yet what though oceans stretch between, though here this 

hour we stand ! 
Our hearts, thank Ck>d! are English still; God bless the 

dear old land ! 
"To England!" men, a bumper brim; up, brothers, glass 

in hand! 
"England!" I give you, "England!" boys; "God bless 

the dear old land !" 

To some we see around us here, it may be, she was stem ; 
It may be, in her far-off fields they scarce their bread could 

earn; 
But though we thought our mother hard, we know now 

she was wise 
To drive us out to this new land that every need supplies ; 
We left her side with heavy hearts; we hardly thought 

that then 
We left her, soon with honest work to make us happy men; 
llien to her name a bumper brim; up, brothers, glass in 

hand! 
" Our mother land !" here's "England," boys! "God bless 

the dear old land!" 

And what though far she's sent us from her side! we love 

her yet ; 
Her love we think of more and more; her coldness we 

forget; 
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As northwards faint her dim clifis died, how clung our 

eyes to her; 
Each league that thrust us farther off, the more her sons 

we were ; 
And now our new land's dear to us, dear as it is, we own 
Yet dearer still is the old land, our native land alone ; 
Then to her name a bumper brim ! up, brothers, glass in 

hand! 
"Our native land!" here's "England!" boys; "God bless 

the dear old land !" 

It may be she would call us back, back to her side again, 
And bid us bring the wealth to her we've won beyond the 

main; 
Sweet it would be her fields to see ; but, dear to me and you, 
Although the far old home may be, dear too well make the 

new; 
True to the land we're treading, boys, that's now our own 

well be, 
Howe'er our hearts may yearn to her, our mother o'er the 

sea; 
We've love for both ; we're proud of both ; but up, men, 

glass in hand ! 
Here's " England — she that gave us birth ! Gk)d bless the 

dear old land !" 

O what a greatness she makes ours! her past is all our 

own. 
And such a past as she can boast, and, brothers, she alone ; 
Her mighty ones the night of time triumphant shining 

through, 
Of them our sons shall proudly say, "They were our 

fathers too ;" 
For us her living glory shines that has through ages shone ; 
Let's match it with a kindred blaze, through ages to live 

on; 
Thank God ! her great free tongue is ours; up, brothers, 

glass in hand ! 
Here's "England, freedom's boast and ours! God bless 

the dear old land !" 
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For us, from priests and kings she won rights of such 

priceless worth 
As make the races &om her sprung the freemen of the 

earth; 
Free faith, free thought, free speech, free laws, she won 

through bitter strife. 
That we might breathe unfettered air and live unshackled 

life; 
Her freedom, boys, tliank God ! is ours, and little need she 

fear. 
That we'll allow a right she's given to die or wither here ; 
Free-bom, to her who made us free, up, brothers, glass in 

hand ! 
" Hope of the free," here's " England !" boys ; " God bless 

the dear old land !" 

They say that dangers cloud her way, that despots lour and 

threat; 
What matters that? her mighty arm can smite and conquer 

yet; 
Let Europe's tyrants all combine, she'll meet them with a 

smile; 
Hers are Trafalgar's broadsides still, — the hearts that won 

the Nile ; 
We are but young; we're growing fast; but with what 

loving pride. 
In danger's hour, to front the storm, well range us at her 

side; 
We'll pay the debt we owe her then ; up, brothers, glass in 

hand ! 
" May God confound her enemies ! God bless the dear old 

land!" 



JUANNA. 

** What is it ails me, mother ? 

Now tell me, tell me, pray. 
Why I'm dreaming all the night long 

And I'm musing all the day ? 
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I never laugh as once I did ; 

I'm silent, dull and shy, 
And still I must be question*d twice 

Before I once reply.'* 

'^What your dreams are o^ Juanna, 

You first must to me show; 
What you muse about, Juann% 

That I must truly know; 
And where your thoughts are, you must say. 

When you do not reply ; 
Tell me this, and then 111 tell you 

Why you dream and muse and sigh." 

" O my dreams are still of Juan, 

Of him, by night and day. 
And my thoughts are always with him. 

From me when he's away; 
I want him always by me; 

Will it be always so ? 
Day and night, no thought but Juan 

Shall I for ever knowT 

** Ah, I felt like you, Juanna, 

When I too was fifteen. 
And well I know, my daughter. 

What your dreams and musings mean; 
But, better than your mother. 

Your heart to you can tell 
What ails you so, and if again 

Youll evermore be well." 

** Fve ask'd my heart, my mother, 

And always its reply 
Is to ache when Juan's absent, 

And to flutter when he's by. 
But Juan says, but wed him, 

I shall be changed he's sure ; 
Now, mother, do you think so ? 

Will that surely work my cure T 
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" Ah, sweet, my own Juanna, 

That I cannot surely know, 
Though, with half the wives of Cadiz, 

Men say that it is so ; 
But with some like your poor mother 

All hope of cure is o'er; 
They whom they loved as loverd, 

As husbands they adore." 



THE DEATH-MARCH OF WELLINGTON. 

" Whom bear you thus with heavy tread, 

" With arms reversed, and brows deprest T 
" Comrade, we bear the mighty dead 

" In glory to his place of rest. 
" A nation throngs the city's ways, 

" In grief for him whose race is run ; 
" On, in dark state, beneath their gaze, 

"Comrade, we bear great Wellington." 
March — slowly march — hark 1 in the hush, I hear 
Assaye's hurrah, and Badajos's cheer. 

Yes — o'er him let the trumpet wail, 

And round him roll your muffled drums ; 
In this last hour, who now shall fail 

In open grief for him who comes ? 
Its solemn swell the Dead March pour. 

In grief for him whose deeds are done ; 
Grief, let the mighty cannon roar, 

As on we bear great Wellington. 
March — silent march — hark ! in the hush, I hear 
Yittoria's shout, and Salamanca's cheer. 

On — ^bear him on to where they sleep. 
Our greatest, whom we name with pride ; 

Lay him by Moore, in slumber deep ^ 
Lay him by Abercrombie's side. 

Nay — place him by the only one 

Who fixed, with him, red victory's smile I 
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Boom for the dead, by him who won 
For us Trafieilgar and the Nile ! 
On — bear him on — hark ! in the hush, I hear 
Toulouse's charge and St. Sebastian's cheer. 

Throw wide the doors ; dust unto dust ; 

O'er him the yawning marble close ; 
Give him to death with trembling trust, 

Calm in his last stem cold repose. 
In reverent silence, in the gloom 

Brooding beneath the mighty dome, 
Conqueror, to share the conquer'd's doom, 
Leave him to fame in his last home. 
March — comrades, march — hark ! in the hush, I hear 
Quatre Bras' hurrah, and Waterloo's fierce cheer. 



A SUMMER THOUGHT. 

In thy circle, painted flower, 

What a world of wonder lies ! 

Yet men pass thee, hour by hour. 

With no marvel in their eyes; 

Dost thou not the beauty know 

In thy bright-streak'd round that's dwelling 1 

When our tongues thy praises show, 

Is no pride thy bright robes swelling 1 

Dost thou feel no joy in living. 

Wantoning thus in sun and shower ? 

Thou canst pleasure still be giving; 

Lies no pleasure in the power ) 

Deck'd in nature's tiring room 

By the months, in hues the brightest 

Flung from off her magic loom, 

Thou the very air delightest, 

And the very hours to view thee. 

Ere by death thy glory's blighted, 

Ere decay hath crept unto thee. 

Did they dare, would pause delighted; 
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Ah, that men, with noteless eyes, 
Thus to pass thee should have power, 
Marvelling not at all that lies 
In thy circle, painted flower ! 



A SPRING SONG. 

Swallow, swallow, hither wing; 
Hither, swallow, bringing spring; 
From the lake hath gone the teal ; 
Fled the widgeon from the stream; 
Now no more our bursting woods 
Hear the swooping merlin's scream ; 
Come, thou dawn of summer, come, 
Hither leaves and shadows bringing, 
Bladed furrows — nested eaves. 
Sweetest songs the south is singing; 
Bringingviolets, bringing spring. 
Hither, swallow, hither wing. 

Swallow, swallow, hither wing, 
Dearest playmate of the spring; 
Come, — the celandine no more 
Dreads the gusty wrath of March ; 
Golden tasselled is the birch ; 
Emerald fringes hath the larch ; 
Come, thou news of summer, come, 
Trills and hedge-row twitterings bringing, 
Quivering mountings of the lark. 
Shrillest songs the ousel's singing; 
Snowing orchards, flight of spring, 
Hither, swallow, hither wing. 



WHY IS SORROW ? 

Why h sorrow ? sunshine's made 
Brighter still by cloud and shade; 
So the cares that man annoy. 
When their passing power is o'er, 

K 
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Fairer make the face of joy, . 
Dearer than it was before ; 
Sorrows into pleasures fade ; 
Brightest sunshine's bom of shade. 

Why is trouble ? darksome night, 
Passing, adds to day's delight; 
Tis by absence of a good 
That its perfect worth is shown; 
Health's rich value's understood 
Only when we've sickness known ; 
Pain, when past, makes pleasure here 
Felt in full and doubly dear. 

Therefore, welcome strife and peace ; 
Calm is sweet when tempests cease ; 
Forth from Winter comes the Spring; 
Of the snows are violets bom; 
Ice and hail, June's roses bring. 
Frosts and mists, the golden com ; 
Barest boughs will burst to leaves; 
He shall laugh who deepest grieves. 



GOD SAVE THE QUEEN ! 

Yes, " God save the Queen !" aye, and well may we say 
it,— 

Ungmdgingly, lovingly, long may it start. 
Not alone from our lips, when we shout or we pray it, 

But shouted, or sung, or said, straight from the heart. 
She reigns for her people — no fav'rite, no party, 

Between her and them has there ever been seen ; 
'Tis my love for the people that makes me so hearty 

Whenever I cry, as now, " God save the Queen !" 

Look abroad through the world — see, wherever your sight 
still 
From country to country sets eyes on a throne, 
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Tis the same reign of bayonets^ defying all right still ; 

'*ris a rule that is kept up by terror alone ; 
Then, at home, looking round, here what still are we 
seeing ? 

What is seen, and long may it by all eyes be seen — 
A nation its limbs from their old shackles freeing, 

Uncheck'd to its glad cry of " Qod save the Queen !" 

She, than all the despots around her far wiser, 

Is rightly contented ourselves we should rule; 
Unlike those crowned idiots, who doubtless despise her. 

She wants not our will to her own still to school ; 
In fact, she don't need it — the two are one only ; 

Her wishes and ours but the same still have been; 
So who wonders, among us, he'd find himself lonely 

Who would not cry with us all, " Qod save the Queen ! 
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As a ruler we prize, as a women we love her; 

Temptations beset most the souls bom so high; 
But though she knows no rule but God's is above her, 

When did she obedience to that rule deny ? 
A daughter — her parents but knew her to bless her ; 

A ¥afe — what a model to all wives she's been ! 
A mother — O well may her children caress her, 

And well may we, with them, pray ^^ Qod save the 
Queen !" 

Yes, long may she live — God, for our sake preserve her; 

No better can rule when she passes from earth ; 
She's all we could wish her ; we should not deserve her 

If, while she is with us, we knew not her worth. 
Then, as Queen and as daughter, as true wife and mother, 

As ruler and woman, dear to us, we mean 
Still to pray that, of rulers, we long have no other 

Than she for whom here we cry, *' God save the Queen !" 

And when she is gone — for death will not be sparing 
The best of good monarchs, however, they're dear, — 

May the child of hers next that her sceptre is bearing, 
Be loved as his mother is, while he is here : 

k2 
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The centuries will pass, but they will not forget her; 

Whenever a ruler worth loving is seen, 
The people will say, "Ah, but one we've known better — 

She for whom so long we prayed, *God save the Queen ! ' " 



COLUMBUS. 

DEDICATED TO THE NEW-WOBLD-SEEKEBS OF TO-DAY. 

O MOKABCHS, yes, beyond the sea. 
My sight the far new world descries ; 

Let us be gone ! " come to me, 

" Come and be blest ! " the new world cries; 

O mo'narchs, there for you is peace, 
Eelease from hate, and care, and fear ; 

sovereigns, let your doubtings cease 1 
Let us begone, kings, from here ! 

1 am not mad — no, monarchs, no ; 
On ! to the glad new world we'll go. 

Heed not your tinsell'd courtiers' sneers. 
The doubts by priest and noble said ! 

I know they name me but with jeers; 
I pass — ^they laugh and touch the head; 

What though each lord with courtly air 
Would bid you hold me as a fool, 

hear me ! peace shall glad you there ; 
O'er happy realms you there shall rule ; 

1 am not mad — no, courtiers, no; 
On 1 to the glad new world we'll go. 

Yes ; let us go ! upon the strand, 

Bigg'd for the voyage, each galliot lies; 
Soon shall we launch them from the land; 

Ah, whence are those imploring cries ! 
" O go not — go not — ^heed not him ! 

" Seek not to cross the endless main ! 
** Dupes of a brainless madman's whim, 

" Your homes you ne'er shall see again." 
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We are not mad ; no, people, no ; 
On ! to the glad new world we'll go. 

■ 

Yet still upon the af&ighted air, 

Come shrill-voiced prayer and frantic cry. 

And still they shriek, " sons, beware ! 
" O husbands, stay ! you go to die ;" 

Around us, cling young child and wife, 
: And hardly will be torn away ; 

Their cry, " dear to us as life, 

" Stay, father dear ! O husband, stay !" 

We will not stay ; no, dear ones, no ; 

On ! to the fair new world we'll go. 

Hurrah ! the old world feules behind; 

Upon our voyage we speed at last ; 
Be calm, O sea ! blow fair, O wind I 

Ah, Mends, what means yon floating mast ! 
Does it not tell some fearfiil tale 

Of dangers that our course await, 
Of some, before us doom'd to fail, 

Despair and wreck and death their fate ! 
And shall this stay us, brothers ? No ; 
On i to the glad new world we'll go. 

Out in mid-ocean far we sail; 

Fair blows the breeze ; the air is balm ; 
Ah, treacherous winds, how soon you fail ! 

Alas, what means this endless calm ! 
Beneath the stirless heavens we lie. 

And o'er us creeps a nameless fear ; 
What, are we doom'd, becalm'd to die, 

Fixed on the airless ocean here ? 
O faint of heart, no — ^brothers, no ; 
On ! to the glad new world we'll go. 

Ah, wildly now the tempests wake ; 

Fierce blow the winds ; the billows rise ; 
Foaming, the mad seas on us break ; 

O Lord ! in mercy hear our cries ; 
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thou great God, that bid'st the waves 
Be still, release our hearts from fear ! 

O are we doom'd to find our graves 
Far in the raging ocean here ? 

Let waves roll high ; let wild winds blow J 

On ! to the fair new world we'll go. 

But no ; raise to Qod the psalm ! 

Praise him with prayer and solemn song 
Look ! look I before us, dim and calm. 

The lobked-for land for which we long ; 
On ! — on ! — with all the speed you may ! 

Quick, on^our barks fresh canvas crowd V 
Ah, shore and headland fade away ; 

Alas ! alas ! they were but cloud ! 
Yet, what though cheated with a show 1 
On ! to the fair new world we'll go. 
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O still have hope ! murmur hot ! 

O, think not of your* homeward track ! 
Cease your fierce chidings ! -brothers, what, ' 

• You will not turn all hopeless back ! 
No ; ito the winds all doubtihgs fling ! 

Green land-weeds, see ! surround each bark ; 
Hark ! those are orchard birds that sing ; 

See ! there a light gleams through the dark; 
Ho ! watch at prow and mast-head 1 ho ! 
Fast to the fair new world we go. 

God's people through the desert pass'd ; 

But to the promised land they came ; 
We sail through dangers ; but at last, 

We too, friends, shall do the same ; 
And, O what glory ours shall be 

When there our peaceful sails are furl'd, 
And men the perfect bliss shall see 

Of this, our new discovered world ! 
On 1 morning shall the fair land show; 
On ! to the new world gladly go. 



135 

SONG. 

I SAID, " O Art, unto my eyes, 
! " Her matchless charms for ever give ! 
" In that sweet life that never dies, 

" For ever let her beauty live !" 
And Art his eager pencil plied 

To paint her charms, all charms above ; 
But soon, " In vain I strive," he cried, 

" O who can paint her — ^who, but Love V* 

I tum'd to Fancy ; " To my sight," 
I murmur'd, « from the glowing air, 

" O let her gaze my soul delight, 
*' As if she lived before me there !" 

At Fancy's call her image ciame ; 
O not her charms, all charms above 1 

Poor Fancy's cry was but the same ; 
; " O who can paint her — ^who, but Love T 

Then mighty Love, with laughing joy, 
The pencil seized with wild delight. 

And,. ere I well could mark the boy, . 
. She laugh'd in life before my sight ; 

O who, like him, such brows could draw. 
Such dark sweet eyes, aU eyes above ? 

Like' him, could paint the charms I saw ? 
O who can paint her— who, but Love T - 



MOVE OK 

Mt .taste, good Sirs, no loiterers please; 
TV^ien such the public watchman sees, 
Suspicious straight, his words are these : 

Move on ! 

The social safety, well he knows, 
Is apt to suffer most from those 
Whose loiterings their designs disclose : 

Move on ! 
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Look, then, on all with honest fear, 
Oar age*s words who will not hear, 
Thou^ still its cry rings loud and dear, 

Move on ! 

Ho ! priests, who think you Churchmen still 
Need only weekly pulpits fill, 
Nor care a whit for social ill, 

Move on ! 

You who, for justice, give us law, 
And clench a wrong with learned saw, 
Of clamouring right, in reverent awe. 

Move on ! 

You statesmen ! be it understood. 
You rule but for the people's good, 
You who would loiter if you could. 

Move on ! 

Ah ! you who kill or cure us, learn 
There may be something to discern 
In newest truths that most you spurn ; 

Move on I 

You who your souls to trade have sold, 
Who only breathe to grasp and hold. 
Has life no better worth than gold ? 

Move on ! 

You slaves of forms and schools of art. 
Clasp naked nature to the heart. 
Till from the embrace, fresh beauty start ; 

Move on ! 

What, poet, is the past to you ? 

There stands existence ; look it through ; 

Give words to what men feel and do : 

Move on ! 
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WERE I A KING! WERE I A KING! 

MY UTOPIA. 

Were I a king — were I a king. 

How royally my crown I'd wear ! 
The je weird sceptre in my hand, 

For more than empty rule, I'd bear ; 
From those who rail and jest at thrones, 

Far other speech, methinks, I'd bring ; 
My power I'd have by all beloved, 

Wqfc I a king — were I a king. 

No chancellor within my realm 

Should rule a court, my people's curse; 
No law should make, with vile delays. 

My justice, than injustice, worse ; 
To right all wrongs, my judge should sit, 

Not, from the wrong'd, their all to wring ; 
Ho ! leeches of the law, you'd starve. 

Were I a king — ^were I a king. 

My courtiers? — ^nobles such as mine, 

When — ^when by such have Courts been trod ? 
Not noble by their fathers' names. 

But holding all their rank from Gk)d ; 
^lill, Carlyle, D;ckens, Herschel, Lough, 

Such, round my throne, should greatness bring ; 
To Tennyson, should Earls give place, 

Were I a king — were I a king. 

Ho ! statesmen — ^you to whom I give 

The evils of my realm to cure, 
Just laws, I'd say, and righteous make, 

Alike for all — for rich — for poor ; 
To squalid hearths — to hungry homes, 

Look that your rule some comfort bring ; 
Food, leisure, health, I'd have for all. 

Were I a king — were I a king. 
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Not over all that ignorance breeds, 

Brute vice^ — rank evil, would I rule ; 
No street of all my crowded towns, 

No village, but should boast its school ; 
To loathe the wrong— to love the right, 

My teaching, soon, should all men bring, 
Nor jail nor gallows shock the sight. 

Were I a king — were I a king. 

You, Cambridge — Oxford, would I say, 

Not for a class's good, you stand ; 
Your ancient founders will'd your halls 

To hold the neediest of the land ; 
Away with thought of seict and rank ; 

Your doors to genius open . fling ; 
Give welcome unto all — I'd say. 

Were I a king — ^were la king. 

Loved of the lowly and the poor. 

My church's reverend priests sbould live, : 

To unjust power-77-to titled vice, 

Not shrinking stem reproof to give ; 
Isaiahs of to-day,.their ci^ 
... Should,*' sti^oiig to smite aU evil, ring ; 
' Pauls, they should serve in truth their God, - 
Were I a king — were I a king. 

I * * 

Go forth, my people, would I say ; 

Off with you— off — you swarming bees; 
From this o'ercrowded hive, go — bear 

Your English strength beyond the seas : 
The will to work you have ; away 
' To where your work shall comfort bring; 
Go — greater Eriglands found, I'd say. 

Were I a king — ^were I a king. 

What parks I'd for my people plant ! 

What gardens for their walks should bloom ! 
My palaces — I'd welcome, sirs„ 

Mechanics' feet to every room; 
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With holidays my reahns should shout; • 

Enjoyments free to all Fd fling ; 
My pictures should make poor men glad, 

Were I a king: — ^were I a king. ' 

You smile; yet some perchance may take 

For truths, what you but fancies call ; 
There needs the will, we have the power 

To give some gladness unto all ; 
Ah, he might throne him in our hearts, 

Who'd strive to do what I but sing. 
What I so. feel I'd long to do, 

Were I a king — were I a king. 



THE SMILE. 

'Tis not the marvel of an eye. 

The wonder of a brow, 
Within whose snares enmeshed I lie. 

For ever captive, now; 

Oh, no — no — no — 
My heart has learned to know, 

'Tis ease, the witchery to defy 
That snared me long ago. 

I am not captive to a cheek 

Or prisoner to a curl ; 
My snarers now in vain you seek 

In lip, or tooth of pearl ;. 

Oh, no — no — ^no — 
My heart has learned to know 

Of stronger bonds than those, so weak, 
That held me long ago. 

Say I, her voice would music teach 
New spells — that tones as rare 

As with all sweetness dower her speech. 
Ne'er tranc'd the charmed air 1 
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Oil, no— ho — no — 
My tongue has learned to know 

The praise of charms beyond the reach 
Of even her voice to show. 

No need of witcheries such as these 

My fancy to enthrall, 
When in her smile my snared heart sees 

A lure beyond them all ; 

Oh, no — no — ^no— 
To that I've learned to know, 

But weakness was the strength of these 
That snared me long ago. 

Will beauty, prithee, weigh with love I 

Nay, all its charms give place 
To beauty of the heart, above 

All charm of outward grace ; 

Oh, no — ^no— no^ 
What lure can beauty show 

As snaring as the tangling love 
That laughs her smile below ! 



THE PORTBAIT. 

Yes, there it blooms for ever. 

That girlish face, so fair 
Upon the breathing canvas. 

And yet not only there ; 
For, like as is its sweetness. 

Far fairer is it wrought. 
In all its gentle beauty. 

Upon the painter's thought. 

Lo, while his pencil drew her. 
Within the stately room. 

Love took his stand beside him, 
Amid its gorgeous gloom ; 
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And as upon the canvas 

Each feature stole to sight, 
Love stamped it in the painter's thought 

In colours yet more bright. 

Nor fleeting were the touches 

Of that immortal art, 
They bloom in hues unfading, 

Though youth and years depart; 
The painter 8 head is hoary, 

Her fair face wrinkles fill, 
Yet bright as when Love drew it, 

His thoughts retain it still. 



A LAMENT. 

O PEiMAL bloom ! O bursting May! 

radiance of my youth, 

That with the passion of tliy prime 

1 served the living truth ! 

O for the full pulse of thy time. 
When, in high purpose strong, 

Life poured to battle for the good 
And smote to flight the wrong ! 

glory gone ! O golden past ! 
Such life alone was thme ; 

It may not sigh its spring-time back, 
This withered heart of mine. 

Farewell, farewell, thou golden prime, 
Thou sunburst of my youth; * 

1 may not glorify my age 
With thy ftdl thirst for truth ; 

O radiant time, thou com*st not back 
From out the vanished years, 

When love on wrong in thunders burst, 
And pity flashed in tears ! 
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Alas, thy olden fires, O life, 
May not again be thine ! 

In vain it sighs its spring-time back. 
This withered heart of mine. 



A VALENTINE. 

Gentle quiet of her eye, 

To my asking deign reply; 

By the impassioned day made bold, 

Be thy hoarded secret told; 

Or by trusting glance or fall 

Of thy fluttering look from mine. 

Dower my thought with hopes divine, 

Hopes no coldness may recal; 

Sweet betrayer, bid me see 

If not in thy depths there be 

Love thy coyness keeps from me. 

StainM whiteness of her cheek 
Quit thy fear and prithee speak. 
All to-day should bid thee tell, 
All that thou hast hid so well ; 
Through the day-dawn of a flush, 
DimpUng ripple of a smile, 
Oh, let watclung love beguile 
Thy sweet secret from its hush ! 
Give me, this sweet day, to know 
If, thy rosy calm below. 
Love lurk not, thou wilt not show. 

Oh, thou music of her speech. 
Leave thou meaner things and teach 
Listening love the all he'd learn ! 
Give the enamoured air to bum 
With thy sumless burdens ; round. 
Words half silence — many a tone 
Caught by love*s hushed ear alone, 
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Thoughts that tremble into sound, 
Breathe ! — Oh, utterance all divine, 
Bid me know she would be mine- 
That I am her valentine I 



A SONG 

OF SUNDRY QUAINT CONCEITS, WBITTKN IN PENSHURST 

PARK. 

Bring, I pray thee, wanton Spring, 
Prithee, all thy^treasures bring; 
Bring me every flower that stains 
Grassy mead, or woodland dell ; 
All that nod in sunlit lanes ; 
All on wayside banks that dwell ; 

For I'd choose 

Fancies sweet; 

Thoughts most meet 

Now I'd use ; 
Such alone her praise should sing ; 
Such, I prithee, bring me. Spring. 

Bring, sweet wanton, bring, I pray, 
Songs, the sweetest heard by May ; 
All the melodies that still 
Gush around us everywhere. 
Wander with thee where we will. 
Haunting earth and filling air. 

She is sweet ; 

Songs should be 

Sweet as she, 

Her to greet ; 
For the music of my song 
Should not do her praises wrong 1 

Hither, Summer, prithee, bring 
All the sunshine liiou dost fling 
On the great earth everywhere, 
Eipening grain and flushing flowers 
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Gilding all the fields of air; 
Making shades and gladness ours; 

Lend its fire 

To me, so 

I may show 

My desire, 
My warm love is hotter far 
Than the noons of Summer are. 

Lend me, binder of the sheaves, 
Alchemist that tum'st the leaves 
All to mighty stores of gold, 
All the voices of thy sorrow, 
That thou may'st no more behold. 
Dainty Summer ; I would borrow 

Saddest moans ; 

So I*d plain 

Her disdain, 

La such tones 
As to pity might her move. 
For my sorrow — for my love. 

Bring me, sheeted Winter, all 
That makes men thee ruthless call ; 
All that stays the streamlet's flow; 
All that mocks the snows of May; 
All that hardens earth below; 
All that turns to night, sweet day; 

All things bare, 

All things bleak, 

Best may speak 

Love's despair; 
Pranks her. Spring, for me in vain, 
Wintered in her cold disdain. 
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LOVE IN THE NORTH. 

A Ball-room — England. 

Does she love iae 1 listen; 

As I come through the door, 
Mark how her eyes will glisten^ 

Dull the moment before ; 
Qlance on glance die's darted ; 

Ever the door they've sought; 
Never till now she started ; 

Never my eye she caught; 
Love may mask and pride it 

None its presence can guess; 
Ahy what mask can hide it) 

Does she love me ? yes. 

Does she lov« me f glancing, 

Look how her eye glides round; 
Ah, the spot where I'm dancing, 

Point of her search, is found; 
Turn I quickly, and turning, 

Surdy her gaze I meet ; 
Sinks her hot cheek burning ; 

Drops her glance to her feet ; 
Love is dumb ? who say it ? 

Would you his sweet thought guess I 
Wordless, he'll betray it ; 

Does she love me T yes. 

Tes, though she scorn to love me. 

Ay, though her haughty will 
Others would rank above me, 

Yes, she loves me still ; 
Pride would strive with passion; 

Nurture would nature tame ; 
Hearts are not made by fashion; 

Love, it is more than name. 
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Hope, I hear her singing, 
Time the gladdener bless, 

Years all radiance bringing, 
Tes, she loves thee ; yes. 



ALCiEUS TO SAPPHO. 

Oh, were she mine I oh, were she mine I 

I would not envy kings; 
I would not ask another joy 

That time, existence, brings ; 
Thou maddening dream ! I thrill — I bum, 

Drunk with a bliss divine ; 
Oh, what an utter blank were all, 

All else, were she but mine ! 

Out, dusty thoughts ; out, aims that grey 

The pulsing l&e of youth; 
Fools — ^fools— to fling the years away 

In doting search for truth ; 
A clinging Up— a dewy eye— 

A palm that throbs to thine, 
These — these are love ; these — these are life ; 

Oh, were she — were she mine I 
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Pbithee, let the song go round 
Till the air be drunk with sound ; 
Swelling — sinking — ^like the ocean, 
Let its waves come circling round, 
Wakening into blest emotion 
Every feeling in us found; 
Thoughts of ill fly far its sound ; 
Prithee, let the song go round. 
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n. 

MiBTH is wisdom ; sorrow's folly; 
Say sad sighers what they will : 
Here we mock dull melancholy ; 
Laughter here is never still; 
Here, no wearing cares come nigh us ; 
Sadness here no sighs can bring ; 
Ask you here why ill thoughts fly us I 
Here we ever, ever sing. 

in. 

SiNO ; in circling eddies, come, 

Pour the floods of song around us ; 

As though dreamless dumber bound us, 

Care and sorrow shall be dumb : 

Every thought of ill shall fly us ; 

All sweet thoughts sweet sounds shall bring ; 

Love and mirth alone be nigh us; 

Sing^ I pray you — prithee, sing. 

IV. 

Sing on ; sing on ; around me bringing 
Thoughts and feelings absent long; 
To the witchery of your singing, 
Bound me once again they throng. 
Places old of childhood's knowing, 
While you sing, I tread again; 
Words that bitter tears set flowing. 
Wander. back without their pain; 
Griefs, again I look upon, 
Welcome come; sing on; sing on. 



THE REPLY. 

Oh, look not in thy mirror, sweety 

For if thou, love, but see 

The 0ory of tiiy beauty, love, 

Wnt thou not turn &om me ) 

l2 
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Wilt thou not proudly spurn me off 
And keep those charms of thine 

For a wealthier state — a prouder birth, 
A lordlier name than mine ? 

rU look into my mirror, love, 

ni look in hope to see 
A face as sweet — a form as fSoir 

As may be worthy thee ; 
m woo my shining mirror, love. 

To show me charms are mine 
That shall not be scorned acceptance 

By that true, true heart of thine. 



A DIRGE. 

Hence afyr, fond mirth, mad folly; 
Here dwells only melancholy; 
Hence are banished smiles and gladness; 
Here we sit us down with sadness; 
Here we converse hold of death, 
Pale decay and parting breath; 
Here will each to each recall 
Mouldering graves, the end of all. 
Shrouds and knells, the common doom. 
Worms, the coffin and the tomb ; 
Hence afar, fond mirth, mad folly; 
Here dwells ever melancholy. 



SONG, 



Soft eyes of blue 1 sweet eyes of blue J 
They haunt me mom and night; 

Whatever I do, they thrill me through ; 
They're ever in my sight ; 



WON AND LOST. 14 

It was not so a May ago ; 

Uncaged my fancy flew, 
Ah, quiet thought 1 by love uncaught, 

And those sweet eyes of blue. 

Adieu — adieu — my books, on you 

I never now may pore ; 
From every page those fair eyes gaze ; 

I read — I read no more ; 
No — sweetest tongue hath never sung 

Aught I may now dream through ; 
My thought they trance with haunting glance 

Those gentle eyes of blue. 

O love ! O change ! how cold and strange 

To all old thoughts I've grown ! 
Hope's learned to prize those soft fair eyes. 

Those mild sweet eyes alone ; 
Tis so — 'tis soj — all — all, they go, 

The hopes I used to woo ; 
My haunted thought can harbour nought 

Save those fair eyes of blue. 



WON AND LOST. 

A GLIMPSE OF FEUDALISM. 

In his bannered hall sits Sir Guy de Ford, 
Bearded and grim, at the festal boards 

With baron and lady gay; 
And his health he gives, who with lance and sword. 
The lands and the hand of Maud, his ward, 

Has won in the lists to-day. 

In his lonely tent, deep-gashed and pale, 
Gory his helm and cleft his mail. 

And glazing his knightly eyes. 
Lies he who, couching his lance for the lovo 
Of her who is shrieking his wounds above. 

Lost life and the tourney's prize. 
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SONG. 

Pass, falling rose ! 
Not now the glory of the spring is ronnd thee ; 
Not now the air of sommer round thee blows ; 
Pallid and chill, the autamn*s mists have found thee ; 

Pass, falling rose I 

Pass, falling rose ! 
Where are the songs that wooed thy glad unfolding ? 
Only the south the wood-dove's soft wail knows; 
Par southern eaves the swallow's nest are holding; 

Pass, falling rose ! 

Pass, falling rose ! 
Linger the blooms, to birth thy glory wooing 1 
Linger the hues that lured thee to unclose 1 
Long, long, their leaves the dark earth have been strewing ; 

Pass, fedling rose I 



LILIAN'S EPITAPH. 

Thou hast been and thou hast fled, 

Hose, sweet rose ; 
Budded, flushed, and, ah 1 art dead, 

Bose, sweet rose; 
Yet oblivion may not kill 
Dreams of thee, our thoughts that fill. 
And for us thou'rt blooming still. 

Rose, sweet rose. 

Breathing rose, nor might'st thou stay, 

Rose, sweet rose; 
Thou too, woe ! hast passed away, 

Bose, sweet rose ; 
Tet though death had heart to sever 
Life and thee, thou'rt from us never; 
No, in thought thou'rt with us ever, 

Bose, sweet rose. 
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SONG. 

Not with the empty hcnnage of an eye. 

Not with a flattering tongue's low-breathed deceit, 

Not with a false fair smile, O love, do I 
The sumless bounty of thy passion meet; 

The wingM life of every moment sees 

Falsehood come masked like truth in shows like these. 

But with a love that all it iojj feels, 

Even from the hidden questioning of thine eye, 

Prisoned within its secret heart conceals, 
Where none but trusting faith its truth can spy, 

Or if a sudden sigh its tale hath told, 

Twas what the passionate heart no more could hold. 

Then ask not, lady, that in vaunting show 

My passion's truth should live before thine eye; 

Let it content thee that thou well dost know 
How cored within my heart thy love doth lie ; 

An acted love let others, lady, boast. 

The love that's wordless, trust me, speaks the most. 



SONG. 



Comb sing ; come sing ; 

For what is the thing 
That gladdens the heart Hke song ?; 

Leave sighs and sorrow 

And tears for the morrow, 
And may they be strangers long ! 

True, some may say, 

Wine makes us as gay, 
But, trust me, friends, they're wrong ; 

To nothing has Earth, 

I swear, given birth 
That gladdens the heart like song. 
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DEATH'S LESSON. 

Waning — waning— ever waning^ 

Life's full glory pales away ; 
East the youth there's no regainings 

Darkens down in swift decay ; 
Hopes — despairing — smiles and sorrows 

Wander past without recall ; 
Days but rise to bring their morrows ; 

Blossoms flush them but to fall : 
All life's prizing^ death still borrows; 

Shrouds and graves are waiting alL 

Breaching — preaching^-ever preaching. 

Change, and death, and swift decay. 
Still mortality are teaching 

How existence ebbff away; 
life be thou not therefore deeming 

But a thing for moans and sighs : 
Be thou sure its deed's redeeming 

Every moment as it flies, 
So shall that, scarce living seeming; 

Breathe a life that never dies. 



A VALENTINE. 

Pbithee, said I, heart of mine. 
Who shall be my valentine ? 
And my heart it made reply, 
With a start and with a sigh. 
For the matter care not I ; 
Nay, in sooth, the choice be thine. 
Who shall be thy valentine. 

Nay, thy secret, prithee, tell ; 
Trust me, heart, I know it well ; 
By thy current's quick retreat. 
Breathless pause and fluttering bea^ 
By the flashes quick to meet 
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Her sweet coming, know I weU 
All and more than thou canst tell. 

Said I, silly heart, reveal 
What thou canst no more conceal ; 
And my heart, that found no use 
Further 'twas to urge excuse, 
Gkive its curbM passion looie ; 
Emma, would that thou wert mine. 
Mine — for aye my valentine ! 



WHATS WITHIN THIS GLASS OF MINE f 

What's within this glass of mine ? 
Radiant thoughts and fancies fine ? 
Dreams that makt the hours divine. 

Wine, bright wine. 
Drink ; within its bubbling gold 
Lie deUghts no tongue hath told. 
Far obUvion of aU sorrow, 
Best from care and rest from pain, 
Joy that knows not of a morrow, 
Youth that makes thee young again. 
Wit and love, the height of bliss, 
Wouldst thou these to-night be thine ? 
Grasp the life of gods in this, 
This, the sunshine that the vine 
Stored, to flash through nights of mine 
Summer's glow and summer's shine, 
That I breathe a life divine, 
Life ethereal — life all thine. 

Wine, bright wine. 



HENCE, FELL WINE ! 

Hence, fell wine ! 
Off, thou duller of the brain, 
Tracked by every racking pain, 
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After whom the hellish throng 
Of all miseries troop along ; 

Hence, fell wine ! 
Wearer of the snaky vine, 
Bacchus, all miscalled divine, 
Hot for madness, brawl and wrong, 
Not to chaplet locks of thine, 
This, the garland of my song 
Of fresh buds of fancies wrought, 
Blossoms new of measured thought, 
Slow by reason nurtured long, 
Not for thee, this song of mine, 
Dionusos, will I twine ; 

Hence, fell wine ! 

Come, bright health ! 
Thou of sober temperance bom. 
Mate of mortals all unworn 
By the frenzies of excess, 
Thou who rudest lots dost bless; 

Come, bright health ! 
Come with eyes of dazzling light, 
That the bumpers, that the night 
Swift and swifter circles round, 
Ne'er have dulled ; whose flashing sight 
Wine hath not in dimness bound ; 
Come with cheeks upon whose red 
Pale excess hath never fed. 
Thought no draughts have made unsound, 
Form that keeps its stately height, 
Tread of temperance, firm and light ; 

Come, bright health ! 



SONG. 

Oh, grant me. Heaven, a quiet room 
Where I, 'mid books, may lose 

All thought of all that others seek ! 
All else my days refuse 1 
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So prayed I once ; but, Heaven, no more 

Such prayer I now prefer : 
Cold thought I leave to poorer souls ; 

I only five for her. 

I said, ere ripened into man^ 

Oh, more than all, I prize 
A form to fix the gaze of all 

Of beauty's myriad eyes ; 
Now, would I that my face or form 

One other pulse should stir 1 
No — what care I for others now 1 

I only live for her. 

At times I've panted to be rich ; 

At others sighed for power ; 
A name Fve chased, to mock at time, 

Through many a studious hour ; 
But, wiser grown, nor power, nor wealth, 

Nor fame one wish can stir ; 
What are they all 1 I love ; I love ; 

I only live for her. 

For her, for her alone I live ; 

Without her, what were earth ! 
What were this game of shadows, life ? 

A nothing, nothing worth ; 
Adieu, fond hopes that moved me once ; 

Ye are not what ye were ; 
Awaked by love, I dream no more ; 

I only five for her. 



THE SICK MAN'S PRAYER 

Come, soft sleep ! 
Bid thy balm my hot eyes meet ; 
Of the long night's heavy stillness, 
Of the loud clock's ceaseless beat^ 
Of the weary thought of illness. 
Of the chambers airless heat, 
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Steep me in oblivion deep, 
That my weary, weary brain, 
May have rest from out its pain ; 
Come, O blessedness, again 1 
Come, soft sleep I 

Come, soft sleep ! 
Let this weary tossing end : 
Bid my an^ed^tch k^ow ceasing ; 
Tet no dreams thy steps attend. 
When thou bring*st from pain releasing. 
Fancies wild, to rest may lend 
Sense of waking misery deep ; 
Calm as death, oh, on me sink, 
That my brain but quiet drin^ 
And I neither know nor think. 

Come, soft sleep ! 



SONG. 



I LOVE no more ! I love no more I 

The reason would you have me tell? 
Of all love told as treasures o'er^ 

Cold judgment's learned the worth too well ; 
No after time the young yearns dream. 

My waking fancy can restore ; 
White winter scorns what green spring prized ; 

I love no more ! I love no more ! 

Tou ask me if the tangling charms 

That snared me once are charms no more ; 
No — still the same, there lives no grace 

Thine, lady, does not queen it o'er ; 
lip — cheek — ^the lustre of thine eyes. 

All wear the every charm they wore ; 
My thought alone a change has known ; 

I love no more ! I love no more ! 
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Ajj in a breath the reason's told ; 

Mere form young love may snare awhile ; 
But love, to hold, needs stronger charms 

Than face or form — than glance or smile ; 
A thought all meekness — temper mild, 

A speech no sting that ever bore, 
These are the heart's abiding chains ; 

I love no more ! I love no more ! 



THE RECONCILIATION. 

Yotm hand, your hand ; Mend, Mend, not so^ 

Believe me, that we'll part ; 
A moment's difiEerence blots not out 

Long records of the heart ; 
The Mendship of a score of years 

A moment's heat shall stand ; 
A true heart's easier lost than won ; 

Old Mend, your hand, your hand ! 

Ay, like yourself, a throbbing heart 

Within a warm true clasp ; 
I knew you never could put back 

Your old Mend's offered grasp. 
That pride has sturdier root than ours, 

That 'twixt us two shall stand. 
That long shall thhist us heart from heart, 

Or Meiidly hand from hand ! 



SONG. 



A TINTED cheek — the flash of eyes 

That others far outshine, — 
Lips arched to girlhood's very dream, 

These, lady, are not mine ; 
If but with unmatched grace in these, 

Your love alone can live. 
Farewell to happy hopes and you ; 

I've but a heart to give. 
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A haughty blood whose founts were kings,- 

A name to history known, — 
Broad lands — ^ancestral halls, of these 

Not one I call my own ; 
If girt with shadows such as these, 

Your love alone can live, 
Alas, farewell to hope and you ; 

Tve but a heart to give. 

A mind that in -its strife with mind 

Has worthiest homage won, — 
A life whose hopes, to change no more, 

Have cored them into one, — 
A passionate thirst of love for love. 

True as with life can live. 
If such content you, these are mine. 

All these my heart can give. 

Hold not my passion's offerings poor ; 

Trust me, a true heart's worth, 
Ay, more than all the tinsel shows 

That dazzle the dull Earth ; 
A life's love— higher gift than mine 

Can proffer none that live. 
Though rich alone in sumless love, 

I've but a heart to give. 



SONG, 

Along beneath laburnum blooms 
Again may sing the stream ; 

Again the vine may laugh in leaves. 
Grey skies be but a dream ; 

But the heart too has its winter ; 
And what again may bring 

To the pulse that waxes cold and slow 

The bounding life of spring ? 

Again may gardens paint the earth. 
All radiance, scents and hues ; ^ 
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Again through golden mornings, swarm 

To purple skies, the dews ; 
But life too has its winter, 

And what, the heart, may bring 
Again the fire — ^the golden dreams, 

The glory of its spring ! 



NO WAR I NO WAR ! 

No war ! no war! what mutter ye, ye nations 1 
What, are the old mad words upon your tongues once more? 
Oh, let the ghastly past, whose years were desolations, 
Shriek peace into your souls, for which ye groaned of yore ! 
So shall your cry go up, as when with lamentations, 
And moans and prostrate prayers, ye shrieked, no war ! no 
war ! 

Peace ! peace ! oh, peace ! oh, sum ye up the treasures 
The warless years heap up — the blessed years increase ; 
Knowledge — rights for sdl ; for all, new hopes, new plea- 
sures ; 
Hark ! the far years whisper, woe from earth shall cease ; 
Golden times to man a bloodless future measures ; 
Tearless spin the laughing earth ; peace ! peace ! oh, peace ! 



AN OLD MAN'S SONG. 

Our heads are grey, but not our heart 

Though, Mend, we two have seen 
The woods of threescore winters 

Put on the summer's green. 
Though, year by year, by age we've watched 

Form after form unstrung ; 
And wrinkles gather, day by day. 

On foreheads once so young ; 
Yet though from face and form, old friend, 

All grace and strength depart, 
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Thank Heaven ! in laugh we yet are boys. 
We still are young in heart ! 

The bounding step of youth, 'tis true. 

Our old tread knows no more ; 
And bowed and tottering are our forms, 

Like very pines of yore ; 
And age the old strength's wasted long^ 

That lived in every limb; 
And cooled the pulse along our veinSi 

And made our old eyes dim ; 
But friends, the lapse of years no chill 

Across our mirth has flung ; 
Thank Heaven ! in laugh we yet are boys^ 

In heart we still are young. 



THE VAIN DREAM. 

The scholar^ he sits in his lonely room 

In the heart of the noisy town, 
But little he marks its bustle and din 

As he pens his quick thoughts down ; 
He flings him back and he lives the time 

When, at last to the people known. 
His book shall make, with its toil of years^ 

A home and a name his own. 

The scholar, he lies in his lonely room. 

On the bare cold floor he lies, 
With the horror upon his upturned face 

With which the self-slain dies ; 
On the table his worl^ refused, returned. 

Completed, yet known to none ; 
And where are the fame and the laughing home 

That the scholar in hope had won 1 
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SONG. 

Soon, o*er thy cold heart, the still grass will be growing ; 
Soon,. o*er thy dulled brain will sift the winter's snow; 
Through that calm heart, no hot blood will be flowing, 
Through that blank brain no wild thoughts come and go. 

Peace ! Peace ! 

Think of death, and cease 
To weary and to care for all that soon thou shalt not know ! 

Soon, soon, 

Mom, eve, night, and noon. 
Shall wander o*er thy mouldering day, unknown to thee 

below ; 
These poor robes of thine no more shalt thou be wearing ; 
These poor dreams of earth to haunt thine eyes shall cease ; 
Hopes, griefs, and joys, why so for these be caring, 
Things gone ere grasped 1 Peace, peace, thou poor heart, 
peace! 

What is this, the life that time to thee is giving I 
What — ^what is all that earth can give to tiiee I 
Gold, faiiy-given, is all won by the living, 
Dust ere its lustre well their eyes can see. 

Peace ! Peace ! 

Time itself shall cease, 
Time how light a shadow on eternity ! 

Swift — swift 

Death thy life shall lift 
Up into heaven's great perfect calm, to which no end shall be ; 
Thou art as a child from home a moment straying ; 
Hark 1 thy Father calls thee ; let thy wailingd cease ! 
Soon within His dwelling, all His love obeying, 
Thou shalt still thy cries and smile. Peace,^ peace, thou 
poor heart, peace ! 

Tet, O thou near life, beyond this life, unending. 
Thou too canst give to life a priceless worth, 
To these poor deeds of ours thou canst be lending, 
To man's poor acts, a priceless heavenly worth; 

Weigh, weigh 

Man, thy deeds that may 
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lift thee to, or sink thee fax from a brighter birth; 

AU-aU 

Done here, past recall^ 
Fltunes or maims thy heavenly pinions, child of earth; 
L09 thy deeds of good are wings on which thou moontest 
Into higher spheres, when time for thee shall cease ; 
See, thy acts, the pinions on which then thou coontest^ 
See, that th^ befit thee to soar to- highest peace. 



TO THE GONE. 

FLOWERS that once were bloomings 

O fifurest vanished flowers. 
Your sweetness is perfuming 

The present's fleeting hours ; 
Ye glad our eyes no longer 

As in the years we knew, 
But stronger yet and stronger 

Still grows our love for you, 
For you, beloved through tean^ 
flowers of other years. 

violet shy and tender ! 

gaily blooming rose ! 
lily, silver splendour, 

Your beauty memory knows ; 
New blooms, our eyes, are nearer^ 

You, dimnseen and afar ; 
But ye are but the dearer. 

The farther oflf ye are, 
ye, beloved, through tesvrs, 
Ye flowers of other years. 

No outward eye beholds you ; 

From life ye dwell apart; 
Death in its gloom enfolds you, 

Ye visions of the heart. 
But Death can only render 

You lost ones yet more dear^ 



PIBOE, K>3 

Tet fairer and more tender 

Than when ye, blooms, were here, 
O ye, beloved, through tears, 
Te flowers of other years. 



DIRGE. 



So, from thee sense has fled ! 
So, in thee life is dead ! 

Brother, thou'rt gone, 
Oone from the striving earth 
Just when we knew the worth 
Of what in thee had birth, 

From us thou'rt gone ! 

No more to care for hme ; 
Cold, while we praise thy name ^ 

. Brother, sleep on ! 
Closed are thy busy schemes; 
Done with, thy mortal dreams; 
How poor eadi hope now seems I 
Brother, sleep on ! 

Not dust alone to dust, 
Not to decay, our trust 

Says> thou art gone; 
Somewhere, thy parted soul, 
Past this, our life*s last goal. 
Breathes on 'neath Ood's control, 

Where thou art gone. 

Soft tears are in our eyes; 
Round thee are tender sighs; 

Brother, sleep on ! 
All lost to us thou'rt not ; 
Fear not to be forgot ! 
liove still shall be thy lot. 

Brother^ sleep on I 
x2 
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Well hast tlion done in life, 
Well faced the heat and strife^ 

Thou who art gone ; 
Striving thy days to fill 
With work that seemed God's will; 
Now He bids thee be still. 

And thou art gone* 

Gone from toil, hope, and pain — 
Gone from dreams, dreamed in vain- 
Brother, sleep on ! 
What matters, *neath the snn. 
Not more by thee was done I 
Now thou thy race hast run. 
Brother, sleep on ! 

Tet, to the tender skies 
Upward we raise our eyes^ 

Now thou Mi; gone. 
Where thou art, who shall tell t 
Yet, where'er thou dost dwell, 
Thou art gone where 'tis well^ 

To peace thou'rt gone 1 

To peace, or, it may be 
New lives thy soul shall see* 

Cold form, sleep on I 
Tet, through all worlds, thou still 
Wilt thy life's ends fulfil, 
Toiling to do God's wilL 

Cold dust, sleep on ! 

O, while our hearts here mske 
Sorrow for thy dear sake. 

Friend, who art gone. 
Shall our hope all be vain — 
Our dear hope, that would fain 
Trust to know thee again, 

Where thou art gone. 
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Tea, we shall see thee there, 
In other worlds more fedr. 

Still striving on ; 
There, 'neath another sky, 
Thy soul its powers shall try, 
Soaring, perdiance, more high. 

Where thou art gone. 



YOU ARE A PREACHER, BEE. 

Bbe — bee, 
You are a preacher, bee— 
Roamer of sunshine, as by me you flew. 
Plundering my garden flowers. 
Through the blue summer hours. 
Wisdom I gathered, O brown one, from yon. 
And ^bis I heard you say. 
Taste sweets ere they're away. 
Store sweets for winter days, when they are few. 

Boom — boom. 
Bee, on from bloom to bloom. 
Short is the summer, and winter must come ; 
Flowers will soon have passed, 
Honey lay up to last. 
When blooms are withered and thru^es are dumb ! 
" This that is wise for you, 
This is my wisdom, too, 
This is the teaching I heard in your hum. 



TO MY WATCH. 

Prophet of death, thou who to me art crying, 

With voice low and dear, 
The doom of myself and of all who are dying 

Through mortal hours here, 
Do I fear 
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To hear thy dread voice, that, through day and night, never 
Is hushed, but of death and of doom speaks for ever ? 

No, thy utterance is dear 

To my listening ear. 

Prophet of doom, thou for ever art numbering 

Life's hours as they go, 
The moments that count us to that silent slumbering, 

All breathing must know. 
Is it woe 
To hear thee, with pulse, like my living heart, beating 
The step of each minute time's never repeating I 

No, I school me to know 

By faith, whither I go. 

Prophet of life, not alone art thou telling 

Of death unto all ; 
Not alone in thy tones are the bell's doleful knelling-^* 

The shroud and the pall ; 
Thou dost call 
The hosts of all life to new life never-ending. 
New realms of the future, the present transcending. 

Thou say'st death shall call. 

Unto higher worlds, alL 



TO A CHILD SWINGING. 

Swing ! swing ! backward and forward swing ! 
Motion to life its best sweetness is giving; 

Mortal life just begun. 

Years shall show as they run. 
Action and effort and motion are living. 
Swing ! swing ! 

Swing ! swing ! upward from shade to sun, 
Downward from sun to shade ! so life too rangas. 

Mortal life just begun. 

Ever from i^ade to sun. 
Ever firom sun to shade, on through all changes. 
Swing ! swing ! 



THE ROSE. 1G7 

Swing ! swing ! ever, happy heart, 

Active through sorrow and active through gladness. 

Still a true living part 

Play on, O restless heart, 
Tireless through triumph, defeat, joy and sadness ; 
Swing ! swing ! 



tTHE ROSR 

Sat, golden Summer, now 

What art thou bringing, 
Now on the orchard bough 

No thrush is singing, 
Now that no wood-dove*s coo ■> 
Comes the green forest through. 
And trills of rapture, no lark down is flinging f 
What bring'st thou, Summer I 

Gone are the tender songs 

April was singing; 
Oone are the pale sweet throngs 

April was bringing; 
What, for the snow-drop frail, 
What, for the primrose pale. 
What, now no breeze sets the lily's bells ringmg. 
What bring*st thou. Summer ) 

" I bring a glory rare,** 

So Summer singeth, 
" Fairer than all things fair; 

'' Blooms that Spring bringethi - 
" You are pale Winter snows, 
*' Seen by my flushing rose 
^ When all her wonder of beauty she flingeth 
"Wide to the Summer." 
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A STJMMEK SONG. 

Fall oq Earths hearty O gladness^ 

O freebly foiling dew ! 
No dream of tears and sadness 

My fancy finds in you ; 
Into Earth's parching bosom 

Sink herb and flower with yon; 
To her steals down eaeh blossom, 

With you, O falling dew. 

The tender Terdore blessing 

The laaghing fields of Springs 
The lilies Jane's possessing. 

Her roses rare you bring. 
The harvest's golden treasure 

Descends to man with you, 
In plenty without measure, 

O gently fEdling dew. 

like SuQuner^s sunshine, stealing 

In stillness from above, 
Tour freshness, Earth is feeling 

As softly as Qod's love, 
Tes, silent, ceasing never, 

Descends His love in you, 
Upon Earth's heart for ever, 

O gently fedling dew. 



NELLY. 



Is a leafy hamlet, 

Filled vidth bees and bloomi^ 
In a home where roses 

Peer through all the rooms, 
Where throu^ open windows 

Sounds the clacking mill 
And the rushing waters 

Noon with freshness fill. 
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There you'll find my Nelly, 

There her parents dwell, 
But, where'er my heart is, 

There she dwells as well. 

r 

Garden, kitchen, parlour. 

Each her sweetness sees 
Brightening Summer's sunshine, 

3asy as her bees ; 
Gladdening every gladness, 

Making sorrow smile, 
There, the more's my sadness, 

There she'll dwell awhile, 
There I know my Nelly 

Yet awhile must dwell. 
But, within my heart, too. 

lliere shell dwell as welL 

Happy hour that's coming. 

Come with lagging May 
When with happier humming 

Bees shall bless the day. 
When, a bride, I'll bring her 

Through the happy door. 
Door, no more to see her 

Often as before. 
Till that day, my Nelly 

'Mongst your roses dwell, 
But within my heart, dear, 

Nestle there as welL 



A LAMENT. 

When Lucy was a baby 
With rosy kicks andlcrows, 

O much too hard, it may be, 
She'd pull my hair and nose ; 

Then I'd objections to it. 
To give her up, I'd vow ; 
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Now how I wish she'd do it t 
O, if she'd do it now ! 

But she's no more a baby ; 
All gone are kicks and crowsy 

And nevermore, it may be, 
She'll pat my hair and nose. 

When Lucy, rather older^ 

Grew into pattering shoes. 
She'd toddle to me, bolder. 

For kisses I'd refuse ; 
Pd kisses then refuse to 

Her lifted mouth, I vow ; 
O just as Lucy used to^ 

I wish she'd kiss me now I 
But stateliest of misses. 

No more my lips shell woo ; 
No more shell come for kiaaesy 

As once she used to do. 

When Lucy, rather nearer 

Her teens, at Christmas came 
From school, I seemed but dearer. 

We romped and played the same. 
At blindman's-buff, she caught me; 

She'd catch but me, I vow; 
To waltz and polk she taught me ; 

I wish she'd teach me now 1 
But, coldest now of misses, 

A smilQ it's hard to gain; 
For romps and games and kisses, 

I long may sigh in vain. 

Ah, what a girl she's grown to 1 

And, if the truth wer6 told, 
She'd blush to have to own to 

Her love for me of old; 
Tet she's as fond, I know it; 

I see it still somehow; 
But, as she used to show it, 

I wish she'd show it now 1 
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Almost the perfect woman, 

How pleasant it would be, 
Were she not so inhuman, 

But aa she was to mel 

O cousin Lucy, cousin. 

Still by my heart I'm told, 
Though lovers you've a dozen, 

Pm all I was of old. 
Love used to come unbidden 

When you were small, somehow ; 
It then would not be hidden; 

Why will you hide it now? 
It's teasing, coz, you would be, 

But O, how rd prefer. 
You, puss, that now you could be 

All, sweet one, once you were 1 



UPON THY STREAM, SWIFT-FLOWINO. 

Upon thy stream, swift-flowing. 
What shall I, Time, be throwing, 

That, 'neath thy waters, never 
Shall sink, but, downward going, 
Upon their breast be showing 

Its sweetness on for ever! 
Time— Time I 

Shall it not be rhjrme. 
With her sweet name to give it fame. 
Time— Time I 

Beneath thy waters, speeding 
For ever on, unheeding, 

What fairest things have perished! 
Ah, sweetest words are needing 
Her sweetness, for the reading 

Of all years, to be cherished I 
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Time — Time, 
Take her in my rhyme ! 
She shall give my words to live, 
Time ! Time I 

Still, in my dandng measure, 
Her smiles and laughs to treasure, 

Be thy divinest duty, 
That all the future's leisure 
May have unceasing pleasure. 

With me, in her dear beauty. 
Time— Time, 

Take my sweetened rhyme ! 
Poorer, 'twere, how rich! through her; 
Time! Time! 

Yes, take her eyes, down-sweeping 
Cold current, to thy keeping 

For all the future's gazing. 
That when they, closed, are sleeping. 
Past life's short smiles and weeping, 

They may have endless praising. 
Time— Time, 

Treasure thou my rhyme, 
Bhyme of mine that makes her thinOi 
Time! Time! 

f 

With names thy flood is bearing. 
With glories swiftly faring 

For ever down thy flowing. 
Let her sweet fame be sharing 
Thy love— the foolish caring 

Thou art, on kings, bestowing. 
Time — ^Time, 

In my ringing rhyme. 
Let her name live with all fame, 
Time! Time! 
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HAUNTED. 

Who is it's teasing me ! 

Who is it's pleasing me ! 
Who is it's haunting my thoughts and my dreams 1 

There's one, by day and night, 

Evermore in my sight, 
No more to be firom my presence, it seems. 

Not a bad sprite, it is; 

Not to affiight, it is 
Hovering before me, and in my eyes still; 

Not a bad goblin 'tis. 

Not for the world you'd kiss ; 
Never, with fits of fear, any 'twill fill. 

No— not a fear to me, 

No — ^but how dear to me, 
Bather an angel it seems or a £a.y ; 

From gloom or sunny air. 

Still looks that face so fair. 
Sunning the night still and brightening the day. 

O, spirit, grieve me not ! 

O, dear one, leave me not ! 
Smiling and tender, still float in my sight ! 

Never must we two part. 

Angel that haunts my heart. 
Ever day's dearest thought — ^best dream of night. 

Or, if thou from me steal. 

Thou whom I cannot feel. 
Thou t'wards whom vainly these longing arms start. 

Leave, this blest clasp to fill. 

One who is dearer still, 
She whose dear shadow, sweet phantom, thou art ! 
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BEWARE r 

Shun the dimples of her cheek ; 

Flee the lustres of her eyes; 
Fear to hear her softly speak ; 

More, to drink her honied sighs ; 
For who sees her, henceforth sees, 

Night and day, but her for ever; 
He who hears her, henceforth frees 

His thoughts from her meshes, never; 
Peace no more with you shall dwell 
If you give her not i^ewelL 

She is false, as she is fur ; 

Open dangers wholl not shun 1 
He who woos and wins despair, 

He shall pity gain from none ; 
For her eyes the Gorgon's are 

Which, if you but once are seeing. 
Even a moment from afar. 

Fixed you find, farewell to fleeing ; 
Peace no more your days shall bless, 
N'or your nights sweet quietness. 

Striped the i^nake is — ^from it start ; 

Dread her fairness while you may ; 
She would mesh and mock your heart ; 

She would with your passion play ; 
Webs but tangle foolish flies ; 

Silly fish, the angler's snaring ; 
In her, plain, your ruin lies. 

Ruin that there's no repairing ; 
Caught by her, youll strive in vaia 
Ever to be free again. 

Face her not ; less danger is 
In the cannon's blazing breath 

Than in eyes and smiles that kiss, 

And then freeze you straight to death ; 

Sirens are they all that weave 

Subtle webs, their prey to make us ; 
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Won, they then no more deceive ; 

Toys that please no more, they break us ; 
Yet be saved, while yet you may; 
Fling not peace^ O heart, away. 



AFTER A PLEASANT EVENING. 

The brighter the moments, the swifter they fly ; 
The sweeter the draught is, the quicker 'tis flowing 

Ever; 
'Mongst laughs, such as yours, how the moments fleet by, 
Winged by friendship and wit, I never am knowing, 

Never, 

Two companions, how different ! old Time has by turns: 
And, as he's mU either, just so is his speeding ^ 

Ever; 
If Care is his fellow. Care's dull pace he learns ; 
If Mirth's flight he shares, never jogging he's ne<sding, 

Never, 

Ah, if you would learn what, at times, is his pace. 
Just mate him with Friendship and Love, for, old fellow. 

Ever, 
Never swifter he flies than when with them's his race. 
When joy laughs him on and when wine makes him mellow, 

Never. 

But he pities us most when he seems least to heed 
How he hurries the dearest of moments to leave us ; 

Ever 
If he frolics them from us with pitiless speed, 
He never uncomforted cares so to grieve us, 

Never. 

For, in fact, if he speeds them so swiftly away 

That they're not enjoyed half enough ere they have vanished, 

Ever, 
Yet their memory, to cheer us, he bids with us stay; 
He has pever the heart to see that from us banished. 

Never. 
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Then a health to old Time I may we all of us long 
In his best and his swiftest of moments be nigh Mm 

Ever, 
And never such meetings as this may we wrong ■ 
By losing their memories, bequeathed to ns by him. 

Never. 



FLOWERS IN THE CITY. 

Quiet children of the garden, 
Nurtured by the gentle showers, 
Gleams and shadows — ^tender flowers. 

Never may the hard town harden 
Me to what delights are ours 
In your beauty, O ye flowers! 

Have they torn you firom your quiet 
Shadowed haunts, so green and still, 
Where delights your sweet hours fill, 

Where the tawny bee runs riot 
In your sweets at his wild will, 
While his songs the glad hush fill ! 

Strange seem here your pleasant faces. 

Strange your beauty meets us here, 

StartlLig us to sudden fear 
That of nature's pleasant places, 

Sights, and sounds, and scenes, once dear, 

jJie has grown forgetful here. 

Moiling on, alas! you find us. 

Dulled to all that life should know, 
Hardly knowing roses blow; 

Well it is that you remind us 

Nature blooms, while sad and slow. 
From us here our lost years go. 

Withered ! ah, and we too wither 
In these dim and leafless streets. 
Where no glimpse of beauty meets 

Our dulled hearts; oh, still come hither, 
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BriDging from your green retreats 
Sense of quiet to these streets ! 

Sense of quiet — rest and stillness^ 
Till all but your sweets forgot, 
Care's as if we knew it not; 

And we wake, as if from illness^ 
To a healthful sense of what 
God has given but man forgot. 



TELL ME, MY HEART. 

How will she look if we tell her we love her. 

Tell her, my heart. 
All the sweet secrets we only tell over, 

From all apart ! 
How will she hear them? Ah! will the flush start 
To her neck and white forehead, and murmur they move 
her. 

Ay, throbbing heart? 

Ah, no — ^far rather, as ever I'm fearing, 

With calm, cold eyes, 
Will she not, unmoved, just deign us a hearing, 

Scarce with surprise, 
No cheek deeper dyed — ^in her bosom, no rise. 
No tremble of passion to be so endearing, 

To us, her replies ! 

Do we deceive us, heart! is it but seeming! 

Whisper fond heart; 
Surely our eyes see, or are they but dreaming! 

Does she not start, 
Hearing my voice, and then still to a part, 
As if, to act the cold maiden, she's scheming? 

Masks she not, heart ? 

Ah, did we know what her dear heart is feeling ! 
Could we but share, 

N 
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On its sweet hidden hopes stealthily stealing, 

All that is there ! 
Then, if our dreams were true — then should we dare 
Ask her to breathe all that now she's concealing. 

All nestling there ! 



MORNING, MORNING, GIVE TO ME. 

Morning — ^morning, give to me, 
In her smiling eyes, to see 

Mirrored £air, aU day's delists ! 
For her image, brought by dreams 
To my sight, too unreal seems ; 
Shadow cannot substance be. 

And those stars, like midnight's lights 
Cold their radiance beams. 

Let me aU her beauty see 
That the sun can show to me ; 

Fairer, can she not be made 
By false fancy's hand of air 
That to paint her must despair, 
Since she can no sweeter be, 

And it can but give in shade 
All the sunshine shows more fair. 



«GOD AND THE RIGHT !" 

What shall my cry be, O world, in thy fight ? 
What but that old shout of saint and of kuight. 
That cry of martyrs, rung out in God's sight, 
" God and the righ£ !" 

Yes, O my soul, press on, casting out fear ! 
Gird on thy armour, and spur on, God's knight, 
Through the world's battle-field, ring thy cry clear, 
« God and the right T 
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Many thy foes, and fierce, that thou must rout ; 
Dreaid are the hosts thy arm, fearless, must smite ; 
Dauntlessly cleave them down ; strength's in that shout, 
" God and the right T 

On — ^be thy shield over innocence fiung ! 
Strike for the weak ! for the desolate smite ; 
Wronged are the poor 1 be thine arm for them strung ! . 
" God and the right !" 

On — against tyranny, level thy lance ! 
On — turn all wrong and oppression to flight ! 
Shouting that battle-shout, dread no mischance ! 
" God and the right !" 

In heart and purpose pure, if they be few 
Who by thy side, for thy Master, will fight. 
Cast thou fear out as thou criest anew, 
" God and the right T 

Doubt not ! despair not ! all fearing is sin ; 
They can but win who in God's service smite ; 
Singly be heard thy cry o'er the world's din, 
" God and the right !" 

Wounded thou wilt be, — faint, — oft hard bestead, 
Overpowered — beaten down — pressed with affright. 
Yet, in the strength of that shout, on aU tread 1 
" God and the right !" 

Thou can'st but conquer at last ; all, endure ; 
Thou shalt be victor in His name whose might 
Is in thy shout that thy triumph makes sure, 
" God and the right 1" 



NIGHT AND DAY ARE FROM HER NEVER. 

Night and day are from her never; 

Down the raven of her hair 
Starless darkness flows for ever ; 

Midnight's glooms are ever there ; 

n2 
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But the twilight^ Hesper-lighted, 
Ere the moon is seen to rise, 

Dark and shadowy light united, 
That you peer through in her eyes ; 

So she gives to my glad sight 
All the glories of the night. 

See, the rosy hues of morning 

On her cheek for ever linger, 
Tinge her neck, its snows adorning, 

Warm her bosom, tint her finger; 
So from shade and sun she borrows 

Sweetest glooms and lustrous gleams. 
That will gladden all my morrows 

With dear thoughts and priceless dreams; 
In her, ever with me stay 

Lustres both of night and day. 



BEWITCHED. 

I'm haunted — I'm haunted — I'm really enchanted ; 

witches, I thought that your days were no more ; 
But the way that you're going on with me is showing. 

Poor devils, we're treated now just as of yore. 
Kitty, Kitty, have you no pity ? 
Why can't you, wicked one, leave me alone ? 

Day and night nevermore, now have I evermore. 
Through you, a moment I'm calling my own. 

I'm haunted — Pm haunted — Pm whoUy enchanted ; 

1 can't do a thing, but you're plaguing me still. 
If I try to be reading, how can I be heeding 

The book, when your eyes are there, do what I will ? 
Kitty, Kitty, here in the city, 
Busy in crowds — in the country, alone — 

Eating or drinking now — working or thinking now, 
Through you, I can't caU a minute my own. 
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O how I'm haunted, witched and enchanted ! 

Never a fellow so pestered could be ! 
And, to my wonder, so fast I am under 

Your spells, if I could — no, I wouldn't be free. 
Kitty, Kitty, don't you have pity 
On me ! O dearest, don't leave me alone ! 

Day and night, nevermore, let me lor evermore 
Have, dear^ a moment that isn't your own I 



FOR MUSIC. 

Happy birds flying. 

Soon with him to be, 
Him whom I'm sighing, 
Pining so to see, 
When his happy home you've found, 
That dear dwelling hover round. 
Say, how dreary, 
Lone and weary, 
Life is here to me. 

Where is the gladness 
Once I used to feel ? 
Now all is sadness. 
Grief I must conceal. 
Autumn's golden calm is here. 
Days once sweet and nights once dear. 
Yet how dreary, 
Sad and weary. 
Now they from me steaL 

Sweet ones, O find him ! 

Round his window fly I 
Winged ones, remind him, 
Far, far am I. 
Say, how loved, O how more dear 
He is now than even when here 1 
Say how dreary, 
Lone and weary, 
Here my days go by. 
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Tell him how stronger 

Grows my love for him ; 
For him much longer 
Must these eyes be dim t 
Long, long must I pine to see 
That dear face that's all to me 1 
Long, long, weary, 
Sad and dreary, 
Must I look for him ! 

Sweet ones, returning, 

Back my gladness bring ! 
Bring him I*m yearning 
So to see, with Spring. 
Let these eyes with him be blessed 1 
Let this heart rock him to rest j 
No more, dreary. 
Let me weary 
Bound his neck to ding I 



FOR MUSIC. 

O THAT you were returning, 

Eetumed again to me ! 
O that I might be learning 

When I your face shall see ! 
Come, husband, come away ! 
Come back and light my day ! 
Come, quick, and be 
Life's gladness to me ! 

You're absent from me never ; 

My thoughts, go where I will, 
My dreams and heart, for ever. 
My hopes and love you fill. 
O, husband, far away, 
So thought of, night and day, 
Come, come, and see 
How blest I can be 1 
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Come — come — for your returning, 

O must we long in vain ! 
O knew you how we're yearning 

To hear your voice again ! 
O absent, doubly dear, 
Might we that dear tongue hear ! 
Come — come and be 
O all — all to me ! 

O sometimes, love, I'm fearing 
With fondest, foolish dread, 
If we no more were hearing 

Your words ! if you were dead ! 
But then, to Him we pray 
Who guards you, far away ; 
Yet O soon be 
Again home with me. 

We've one talk and no other. 
One, to us all, how dear ! 
Our children ask me, " Mother, 
" Will father soon be here ]" 
Let them not long in vain 
To kiss you soon again ! 
Come — come and see 
How blest we shall be ! 

O winds, that you could take us 

To where our thoughts are still ! 
O, wishing, could it make us 
Be present where we will ! 
How quick we'd be away 
Where you far from us stay ! 
O bring him, sea ! 
Winds, bring him to me ! 
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Changes and Events. Crown Svo. Cloth, price Is, 6d 

LOMBABD 8TBEET. A Description of the Money Market. 
Sixtii Edition. Crown Svo. doth, price Is, 6d. 

Bain (Alexander), LL.D. 

MIND AND BODT. The Theories of their Belation. Fmh 
Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 4«. 
Vol. IV. of the International Scientific Series. 

Banks (Mrs. G. LdnnsBiis). 

GOD'S PBOVIDENGE H0V8E. Crown Svo. Cloth, price Ss, Qd, 

Babing (T. C), M.P., late Fellow of Brasenose 

College, Oxford, 

PINDAB IN EN0LI8H BHTME. Being an Attempt to render 
the Epinikian Odes with the principal remaining Fragments of 
Pindar into English Bhymed Verse. Small quarto. Cloth, price 79. 
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Bablee (Ellen). 

LOCXEB OUT; A Tale of the Strike. With a Frontispieoe. 
Qothy price 1b, 6d. 

Baynes (Kev. Canon E. H.), Editor of " Lyra Angli- 

cana,'' etc. 

HOME 80KO8 FOB QTHET E0XJB8. Second Edition. Foap^ 
8yo. Cloth extra, price Bs. 6d, 
%* JhU nuiy <Uio U had handtomdy JHnmd in Morooco wUk gUt edget. 

Beoeeb (Bernard H.) 

TEE SCIEKTIFIG SOCIETIES 07 LOHSOH. drown 8yo. 
Cloth, price 5f . 

Bennett (Dr. W. C.) 

SONGS FOB SAILOBS. Dedicated by Special Bequest to 
H.B.H. the Duke of Edinburgh. With Steel Portrait and 
XUuBtrations. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price Ss. 6d, 

An Edition in Illustrated Paper Covers, price 1«. 

BABY HAY. HOME POEHS AND BALLADS. With Frontis- 
piece. Crown Syo. Cloth elegant, price 6<. 

BABY MAY AND HOME POEMS. Fcap. 8to. Sewed in 
Coloured Wrapper, price 1«. 

NABBATIVE POEMS AND BALLADS. Fcap. 8vo. Sewed 
in Coloured Wrapper, price 1«. 

Bennie (Rev. Jas. Noble), M.A. 

THE ETEBNAL life. Sermons preached during the last 
twelve years. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6«. 

Bernard (Bayle). 

SAMUEL LOVEB, THE LIFE AND UNPUBLISHED WOBXS 
OF. In 2 vols. With a Steel Portrait. Post 8vo. Cloth, 
price 2l8. 

Bernstein (Professor), of the University of Halle. 

THE FIVE SENSES OF MAN. With 91 lUustratlons. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 5«. 
Vol. XXI. of the International Scientific Series. 

Betham-Edwards (Miss M.) 

KITTY. With a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 3s, 6d, 

MADEMOISELLE JOSEPHINE'S FBIDAYS, AND OTHEB 
STOBIBS. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 78. 6d, 

BiscoE (A. C.) 

THE EABLS OF MIDDLETON, Lords of Clermont and of 
Fettercaim, and the Middleton Family. Crown 8to. Cloth,, 
price IDs. 6d, 
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Blanc (Henry), M.D, 

CHOLERA : HOW TO AVOID AHD TREAT IT. Popular and 
Pftustical Notes. Crown 8yo. Cloth, price 4«. 6d. 

Blume (Major William). 

THE OPERATIONS OF TEE OERHAN ARIOES IN FRANCS, 

from Sedan to the end of the war of 1870-71. With Map. From 
the Journals of the Head-quarters Staff. Translated by the late 
E. M. Jones, Maj. 20th Foot, Prof, of MIL Hist, Sandhurst 
Demy Syo. Clotli, price 99. 

BoGUSLAWSEi (Captain A. von). 

TACTICAL DEDUCTIONS FROX TEE WAR OF 1870-71. 

Translated by Colonel Sir Lumley Graham, Bart, late 18th 
(Royal Irish) Regiment. Third Edition, Revised and Corrected. 
Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 7». 

BoNWiCK (James). 

THE TASMANIAN LILT. With Frontispiece. Crown 8to. 
Cloth, price 58. 

MIXE HOWE, THE BUSHRANGER OF YAH DIEMErS 
LAND. With Frontispiece. Crown Syo. Cloth, price 5$, 

BoswELL (E. B.), M.A., Oxon. * 

METRICAL TRANSLATIONS FROM TEE GREEK AND LATIN 
POETS, and other Poems. Crown 8yo. Cloth, price 5«. 

BoTHMEB (Countess Von). 

CRUEL AS THE GRAVE. A Novel. 3 vols. Cloth. 

BowEN (H. C), English Master Middle-Class City 

School, Cowper Street. 

STUDIES IN ENGLISH, for the use of Modem Schools. Small 
Crown Syo. Cloth, price If. 6d. 

BowRiNG (L.), C.S.I., Lord Canning's Private Secretary, 

and for many years Chief Commissioner of Mysore and Coorg. 

EASTERN EXPERIENCES. Illustrated with Maps and 
Diagrams. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 16«. 

Brave Men's Footsteps. 

By the Editor of " Men who have Risen." A Book of Example 
and Anecdote for Young People. With Four Illustrations l>y 
C. Doyle. Third Edition. Crown 8yo. Cloth, price Bs, 6d. 

Brialmont (Colonel A.) 

HASTT INTRENCHMENTS. Translated by Lieut. Charles A. 
Empsom, B.A. With nine Plates. Demy 8yo. Cloth, price Qs. 
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Briefs and Fapebs. 

Being Sketches of the Bar and the Press. By Two Idle 
Apprentices. Crown 8yo, Cloth, price 7t. 6cl. 

Bbooee (Bey. James M. S.), M. A. 

HEABT, BE STILL. A Sermon preached in Holy Trinity 
Chnroh, SouthalL ImpL 82mo. Sewed, price 6(Z. 

Bbooee (Bev. Stopford A.), MA., Chaplain in Ordinary 

to Her Majesty the Queen. 

THE LATE KEY. 7. W. BOBEBTSOH, KA., LITE AID 
LETTERS OF. Edited hy Stopford Brooke, ICA. 

L In 2 vols., uniform with tiie Sermons. Steel Poriraii Price 
79.6(2. 

n. Library Edition. 8vo. Two Steel Portraits. Price 12*. 
ni. A Popular Edition, in 1 vol. 8yo. Price 6«. 

TEEOLOOT IK TEE ENGLISH P0ET8.— Cowpeb, CoLERrnGB, 
WoBiMswoBTH, and Bubns. Third Edition. Post 8to. Cloth, 
price 99. 

CHRIST nr XODERH LIFE. Ninth Edition. Crown 8yo. 
Cloth, price 7«. ^d, 

FREEDOH IK THE CHURCH OF ENOLAKI). Six Sermons 
suggested by the Yoysey Judgment. Second Edition. Crown 
8yo. Cloth, price 8«. 6<2. 

SERX0N8. First Series. Ninth Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 69. 

SERMONS. Second Series. Third Edition. Crown 8to. Cloth, 
price Is, 

FREDERICK DENISON MAURICE: The Life and Work of. 
A Memorial Sermon. Crown 8vo. Sewed, price Is, 

Brooke (W. G.), M.A., Barrister-at-Law. 

THE PUBLIC WORSHIP REGULATION ACT. With a Classified 
Statement of its Proyisions, Notes, and Index. Third Edition, 
revised and corrected. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 3«. Qd, 

SIX PRIVY COUNCIL JUDGMENTS— 1850-1872. Annotated 
by. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 9«. 

Brown (Kev. J. Baldwin), B.A. 

THE HIGHER LIFE. Its Reality, Experience, and Destiny. 
Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price Is. Qd, 

THE DOCTRINE OF ANNIHILATION IN THE LIGHT OF 
THE GOSPEL OF LOVE. Five Discourses. Second Edition. 
Crown 8yo. Cloth, price 2«. 6(2. 
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Bbown (John Croumbie), LL.D., etc. 

BEBOISEMSNT IK FEAKCE ; or, BecorcU of the Replanting of 
the Alps, the Gevennes, and the Pyrenees with. Trees, ^erbage, 
and Bush. Demy Svo. Cloth, price 12s. 6<L 

THE EYDBOLOOT OF SOUTHEBK A7BIGA. Demy 8yo. 
Cloth, price lOt. 6d. 

Bbowne (Eev. Mannaduke E.) 

XTHTIL THE DAT DAWK. Four Advent Lectures deUvered 
in the Episcopal Chapel, Milyerton, Warwickshire, on the Sunday 
evenings during Advent, 1870. Crown 8yo. Cloth, price 28, 6d. 

Bbyant (William Cullen). 

POEMS. Bed-line Edition. With 24 Illustrations and 
Portrait of the Author. Post 8vo. Cloth extra, price 7«. 6d. 

A Cheaper Edition, with Frontispiece. Post 8yo. Cloth, 
price da, 6a. 

Buchanan (Kobert). 

POETICAL W0BX8. Collected Edition, in 3 Vols., with 
Portrait. Price 6s, each. 

Contents of the Yolxtmes. 

I. " Ballads and Bomances." II. " Ballads and Poems of life." 

III. " Cruiskeen Sonnets ; " and " Book of Orm." 

UASTEB-SPIBITS. Post 8vo. Cloth, price 10«. 6d. 

BuLKELEY (Rev. Henry J.) 

WALLED IK, and other Poems. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5s, 

BUNNETT (F. E.) 

LEONORA CHBISTIKA, HEMOIBS OF, Daughter of Christian 
rv. of Denmark ; Written during her Imprisonment in the Blue 
Tower of the Boyal Palace at Copenhagen, 1663-1685. Trans- 
lated by F. E. Bunnett. With an Autotype Portrait of the 
Princess. A New and Cheaper Edition. Medium 8vo. Cloth, 
price 5s, 

LIKKED AT LAST. 1 vol. Crown Svo. Cloth. 

XTKDEB A GLOTID ; OB, JOHAKKES OLAF. By E. D. Wille. 
Translated by F. E. Bunnett. 3 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth. 

BuBTON (Mrs. Eichard). 

THE INKEB LITE OP 8TBIA, PALESTINE, AKD THE 
HOLY LAND. 2 vols. Second Edition. Demy 8vo. Cloth, 
price 24«. 

Butler (Josephine E.) 

JOHK OBET (of Dilston) : HEMOIES. By his Daughter. New 
and Cheaper Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, price Bs, 63. 
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Cadell (Mrs. H. M.) 

ISA CRATES : A NoyeL 2 yols. Grown 8yo. doth. 

Caldebok. 

OALBSBOITB DBA1CA8 : The Wonder-Working Magidim- 
Life ia a Dream— The Purgatory of St. Patrick. TraniSited b^ 
Denis Florence MacGarthy. Post 8vo. Cloth, price 10$. 

Cablisle (A. D.), B.A., Trin. Coll., Camb. 

BOTTHD TES WOBLD IH 1870. A Yolmne of TrayelB, with 
Haps. New and Cheaper Edition. Demy 8to. Cloth, price 6$. 

Cabne (Miss E. T.) 

TES BEALK OF TBXJTH. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5«. 6d, 

Cabpenteb (E.) 

KABOISSUS AHD OTHEB POEMS. Foap.8vo. Cloth, price 5«. 

Cabpenteb (W. B.), LL.D., M.D., F.E.S., etc. 

THE FBIKCIPLES 07 MENTAL PHT8I0L0GY. With their 
Applications to the Training and Discipline of the Kind, and the 
Study of its Morbid Conditions. Illustrated. 8to. Fourth 
Edition. Cloth, price 12«. 

Cabb (Lisle). 

JUDITH OWTNNE. 3 vols. Second Edition. Crown Svo. 
Cloth. 

Chbistophebson (The late Eev. Henry), M.A., 

Assistant Minister at Trinity Church, Brighton. 

8EBM0NS. With an Introduction by John Bae, LL.D., F.SA. 
First Series. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 7«. 6d, 

SEBMONS. With an introduction by John Bae, LL.D., F.S.A. 
Second Series. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 6«. 

Clayton (Cecil). 

EFFirS GAME ; HOW SHE LOST AND HOW SHE WON. 

A Novel. 2 vols. Cloth. 

Clebk (Mrs. Godfrey), Author of " The Antipodes and 

Bound the World." 

'ILAM EN NAS. Historical Tales and Anecdotes of the Times 
of the Early E^alifahs. Translated from the Arabic Originals. 
Illustrated with Historical and Explanatory Notes. Crown 
Svo. Cloth, price 7«. 

Cleby (C), Captain 32nd Light Infantry, Deputy 

Assistant Adjutant-General, late Professor of Tactics Koyal 
Military College, Sandhurst. 

HINOB TACTICS. With 26 Maps and Plans. Second Edition. 
Demy Svo. Cloth, price 16«. 
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Clodd (Edward), F.E.A.S. 

THE CHILDHOOD OF THE WOBLD : a Simple Aooonnt of 
Man in Early Times. Third Edition. Grown 8to. Cloth, 
price 30. 

A Special Edition for Schools. Price I*. 

THE CHILDHOOD OF RELlOlOIfB. Including a Simple Aoconnt 
of the Birth and Growth of Myths and Legends. Grown 8vo. 
Gloth, price 58. 

Coleridge (Sara). 

FBETTT LESSONS IK VEBSE FOB GOOD CHILDBEH, with 
some Lessons in Latin, in Easy Bhyme. A New Edition. 
Illustrated. Cloth, price 3<. Qd, 

PHANTASmOK. A Fairy Romance. With an Introductory 
Preface by the Bight Hon. Lord Goleridge, of Ottery St. Mary. A 
New Edition. Illustrated. Cloth, price is, Qd, 

XEMOnt AND LETTEKS OF SABA COLEBIDOE. Edited by 
her Daughter. Third Edition, Bevised and Corrected. With 
Index. 2 vols. With Two Portraits. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 24«. 

Cheap Edition. With one Portrait. Cloth, price 7$, 6d, 

Collins (Mortimer). 

THE PBINCESS CLABICE. A Story of 1871. 2 Tols. Cloth. 
SQUIBE SILCHESTEB'S WHIU. 3 vols. Qoth. 
MIBANDA. A Midsummer Madness. 3 yols. Gloth. 

THE INN OF STBANOE MEETINGS, AND OTHEB POEMS. 

Crown Svo. Cloth, price 5«. 

THE SECBET OF LONG LIFEL Dedicated by special permission 
to Lord St. Leonard's. Pourtii Edition. Large orown 8yo. Price 58, 

Collins (Eev. Eichard), M.A. 

MISSIONABT ENTEBPBISE IN THE EAST. With special 
reference to the Syrian Christians of Malabar, and the results of 
modem Missions. With Four Illustrations. Grown 8yo. Cloth, 
price 68. 

CoNGREVE (Richard), M.A., M.R.C.P.L. 

HUMAN CATHOLICISM. Two Sermons delivered at the 
Positivist School on the Festival of Humanity, 87 and 88, 
January 1, 1875 and 1876. Demy 8vo. Sewed, price l8. 

Conway (Moncure D.) 

BEPUBLICAN SUPEBSTITIONS. Illustrated by the PoUtical 
History of the United States. Including a Correspondence with 
M. Louis Blanc. Crown 8vo. Gloth, price 58, 

CoNYERS (Ansley). 

CHESTEBLEIOH. 3 vols. Crown Svo. Cloth. 
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Cooke (M. C), M.A., LL.D. 

TUVOI ; tilieir Nature. Inflnenoes, Uses, ete. Edited by the 
Rev. M. J. Berkeley, M.A., F.L.S. With niustratioiiB. Second 
Edition. Grown 8to. Cloth, price 6s. 

Vol. XIY. of the International Soientifio Series. 

Cooke (Professor Josiah P.), of the Harvard Uniyersity. 

THE HEW CHEMI8TBT. With Thirty-one IlIiiBtrations. 
Third Edition. Crown 8to. Cloth, price 58, 
Vol. IX. of the International Scientific Series. 
BOISHTIllO CULTUSE. Grown 8to. Gloth, price Ic 

Cooper (T. T.) 

TEE HISHXEE HILLS : an Acconnt of a Jonmey made in an 
Attempt to Penetrate Thibet from Assam, to open New Bontes 
for Commerce. Second Edition. With Four LUastrations and 
Map. Demy 8vo. Crown 8yo. Cloth, price lOc 6d. 

CoRNHiLL Library op Fiction (The.) Crown 8vo. 

Cloth, price 38. Qd, per Volume. 

EALF-A-DOZEK DAU0ETEB8. By J. Masterman. 
TEE HOUSE OF BABT. By Mrs. G. Hooper. 
A 7I0HT FOB LIFE. By Moy Thomas. 
BOBIK OBAT. By Charles Gibbon. 
KITTT. By Miss M. Betham-Edwards. 
EIBELL. By John Saunders. 

ONE OF TWO; OB, THE LEFT-HAHBED BBIBE. By 

J. Hain Friswell. 

BEADY-MONET KOBTIBOY. A Matter-of-Fact Story. 
GOD'S PBOVIDEKCE HOUSE. By Mrs. G. L. Bonks. 
FOB LACK OF GOLD. By Charles Gibbon. 
ABEL DBAEE*S WIFE. By John Saunders. 

Cory (Lieutenant- Colonel Arthur). 

THE EASTEB]!^ MENACE; OB, SHADOWS 07 COIOHO 
EVENTS. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5«. 

Cosmos. 

A Poem. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 8«. Qd. 
Subjects.— Nature in the Past and in the Present— Man in the 
Past and in the Present — The Future. 

Cotton (Eobert Turner). 

ME. CABINGTON. A Tale of Love and Conspiracy. 3' vols. 
Crown Svo. Cloth. 

Cummins (Henry Irwin), M.A. 

PAROCHIAL CHARITIES OF THE CITY OV LOHBOE 

Sewed, price 1«. 
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CuBWEN (Henry). 

80BB0W AND 80 VO: Studies of Literary Straggle. Henry 
Mfirger—Novalis— Alexander Petofl— Honors de Balzao— Edgar 
Allan Poe— Andr€ Ch^nier. 2 voIb. Crown 8yo. Cloth, price 15$. 

Davidson (Samuel), D.D., LL.D. 

THE NEW TESTAME NT, TRA NSLATED FROM THE LATEST 
GREEK TEXT 07 TISGHENDORF. A new and thoroughly 
revised Edition. Post 8vo. Cloth, price 10«. 6d. 

Davies (G. Christopher). 

KOTTNTAIN, MEADOW, AND MERE: a Series of Ontdoor 
Sketches of Sport, Scenery, Adventures, and Natural History. 
With Sixteen Illustrations by Bosworth W. Haroourt Grown 
8vo. Cloth, price 6». 

RAMBLES AND ADVENTURES 07 OTHEt SCHOOL FIELD 
CLUB. With 4 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5«. 

Davies (Eev. J. Llewelyn), M.A. 

THEOLOOT AND MORAUTT. Essays on Questions of 
Belief and Practice. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 78. Qd, 

D'Anvers (N. E.) 

THE SUEZ CANAL: Letters and Documents descriptive of 
its Bise and Progress. By Ferdinand de Lesseps. Translated 
by N. D'Anvers. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 10«. 6d. 

LITTLE MINNIE'S TROUBLES. An Everyday Chronicle. 
Illustrated by W. H. Hughes. Fcap. Cloth, price Ss. Qd. 

Dance (Eev. Charles Daniel). 

RECOLLECTIONS OF 70UR TEARS IN VENEZUELA. With 
Three Illustrations and a Map. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 78. 6d. 

De Eebeadec (Vicomtesse Solange). 

A CHEQUERED LI7E, being Memoirs of the Vicomtesse de 
Leoville Meilhan. Edited by. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price Is, 6d. 

De L'Hoste (Colonel E. P). 

THE DESERT PASTOR, JEAN JAROUSSEAU. Translated 
&om the French of Eugene Pelletan. With a Frontispiece. 
New Edition. Fcap. 8vo. Price 38. 6d. 

De Eedcliffe (Viscount Stratford), P.C., K.Gr., G.C.B. 

WHT AM I A CHRISTIAN 1 Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price ds. 
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De Tooquevillb (Alexis). 

C0BBE8P0NDEK0E AHB COlTVSBSATIOn OT, WITH 
VA88An WILUAX SENIOR. 2 voli. PostSvo. Cloth, price 2U. 

De Vebe (Aubrey). 

ST. TEOXAS 07 CAHTEBBITRT. A Dramatic Poem. Large 
feap. 8vo. Cloth, price 58. 

ALEXAHDIB THE OBEAT. A Dramatic Poem. Small 
crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5«. 

THE IHTANT BBIDAL, AND OTHER POEICS. A New 

and Enlarged Edition. Fcap. 8yo. Cloth, price Is. 6d, 

THE LEGENDS 07 ST. PATRICK, AND OTHER POEXS. SmaU 
crown Svo. Cloth, price 5«. 

De Wille (E.) 

UNDER A CLOUD; OR, JOHANNES 0LA7. A KotcL 
Translated by F. E. Bmm^tt 3 yoIs. Crown Sto. Cloth. 

Dennis (John). 

ENGLISH SONNETS. Collected and Arranged. Elegantly 
bound. Fcap. 8yo. Cloth, price 3$. 6d. 

DoBSON (Austin). 

VIGNETTES IN RHTXE AND VERS DE SOClfenB. Second 
Edition. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 5«. 

Donne (Alphonse), M.D. 

CHANGE 07 AIR AND SCENE. A Physician's Hints about 
Doctors, Patients, Hygiene, and Society ; with Notes of Excur- 
sions for Health in the Pyrenees, and amongst the Watering- 
places of France (Inland and Seaward), Switzerland, Corsica, and 
the Mediterranean. A New Edition. Large post Svo. Cloth, 
price 9«. 

DowDEN (Edward), LL.D. 

SHAXSPERE : a Critical Study of his Mind and Art Second 
Edition. Post 8yo. Cloth, price 12«. 

DowNTON (Eev. Henry), M.A. 

HTMNS AND VERSES. Original and Translated. Small 
crown 8yo. Cloth, price 3«. 6d, 

Draper (John William), M.D., LL.D. Professor in 

the University of New York ; Author of "A Treatise on 
Human Physiology." 

HISTORY 07 TEE CONFLICT BETWEEN RELIGION AND 
SCIENCE. Seventh Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 5f. 
YoL Xin. of the International Scientific Series. 
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Dbew (Eev. Gr. S.), M.A., Vicar of Trinity, Lambeth. 

SCBIFTUBS LANDS IK OOKmBCTIOV WITH THEIB 
HI8T0BT. Second Edition. 8yo. Cloth, price 10«. 6d. 

KAZABETH: ITS LIFE AND LESSONS. Third Edition. 
Oown 8vo. Cloth, price 5«. 

TEE DIVINE KINGDOM ON EABTE AS ITIS IN HEAVEN. 

8vo. Cloth, price 10«. 6d. 

THE SON OF MAN: His Life and Ministry. Crown 8yo. Cloth, 
price 7«. 6d. 

Dbewby (G. Overend), M.D. 

THE COMMON-SENSE MANAGEMENT 07 THE STOMACH. 

Third Edition. Foap. 8to. Cloth, price 2«. 6d. 

CUP AND PLATTER; OB, NOTES ON 700D AND ITS 
EPPECTS. ByG. O. Drewry, M.D., Author of "The Common- 
Sense Management of the Stomach," and H. C. Bartlett, Ph.D., 
F.C.S. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 2«. 6d. 

DuRAND (Lady). 

IMITATIONS PBOM THE GEBMAN OP SPITTA AND 
TEBSTEGEN. Fcap. 8yo. Cloth, price 4«. 

Dtj Vernois (Colonel von Verdy). 

STUDIES IN LEADING TBOOPS. An authorized and accurate 
Translation by Lieutenant H. J. T. Hildyard, 71st Foot. Parts L 
and II. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 7«. 

E. A. V. 

JOSEPH MAZZINI : A Memoir. With Two Essays by 
Mazzini-^" Thoughts on Democracy," and "The Duties of 
Man." Dedicated to the Working Classes by P. H. Taylor, M.P. 
With Two Portraits. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 3«. 6d, 

Eden (Frederic). 

THE NILE WITHOTTT A DBAGOMAN. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 7«. Qd. 

Edwards (Eev. Basil). 

MINOR CHORDS; OR, SONGS POR THE SUPPERING: 

a Volume of Verse. Fcap. Svo. Cloth, price Ss. 6(2.; paper, 
price 28. 6(2. 

ElLOART (Mrs.) 

LADY MORETOUN'S DAUGHTER. 3 vols. Crown Svo. 

English Clergyman. 

an essay on the rttle op paith and creed op 

ATHANASIUS. ShaU the Rubric preceding the Creed be 
remoyed from the Prtfyer-book? Sewed. 8to. Price 1«. 
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Ebos Agonistes. 

PoemB. By R B. D. Foap. 8to. Cloth, price Ss, 6d. 

ESSATS ON THE ENDOWMENT OF BeSEABCH. 

By Yarious Writers. 

List or OoNTBDnrrou. 



Henbt GiiiFroN SoBBT, F.B.S. 
Thomas K. Chetnb, M.A. 
W. T. THiSTKLTOif Dteb, M.A. 
Heitbt Nettlebeop, M.A. 



Mabx Pattison, B.D. 
Jakes S. Cotton, B.A. 
Chables E. Appleton, D.C.L. 
Abohibald H. Saycb, M.A. 

Square crown octavo. Cloth, price IO9. 6d. 

Evans (Mark). 

THE 8T0BT OF OITB FATHEB'8 LOVE, told to Children; 
being a New and Enlarged Edition of Theology tob CmLDBEN. 
Foap. 8vo. Cloth, price 3«. 6d, 

A BOOK OF COXMOK PBATZE AND WOBUHIP FOB 
HOUSEHOLD USE, compiled exclusively &om the Holy Scrip- 
tures. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 28. 6d. 

Eybe (Maj.-Gren. Sir Vincent), C.B., K.O.S.L, etc. 

LAYS OF A KNIOHT-EBBANT IN KANT LANDS. Square 
crown Svo. With Six Illustrations. Cloth, price 78. Qd. 

Faithpull (Mrs. Francis G.) 

LOVE ME, OB LOVE ME NOT. 3 vols. Crown Svo. Cloth. 

Fabquhaeson (Martha). 

I. ELSIE DINSMOBE. Crown Svo. Cloth, price Sa. Bd. 

II. ELSIE'S OIBLHOOD. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 3s. Sd. 

III. ELSIE'S HOLIDAYS AT BOSELANDS. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 38. 6d. 

Favbe (Mens. Jules). 

the GOVEBNHENT of the national defence. From 
the 30th June to the 3l8t October, 1870. The Plain Statement 
of a Member. Demy Svo. Cloth, price 108. 6d, 

FiSHEB (Alice). 

HIS queen. 3 vols. Crown Svo. Cloth. 

Footman (Eev. Henry). 

FBOM HOME AND BACK ; or, some Aspects of Sin as Seen in 
the Light of the Parable of the Prodigal. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 58. 

FoBBES (Archibald). 

SOLDIEBINO AND SCBIBBUNO. A Series of Sketches. 
Crown Svo. Cloth, price 78. 6d. 

FOTHEBGILL (JeSSIE). 

HEALBY. ABomance. 3 vols. Crown Svo. Cloth. 
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FowLE (Eev. T. W.), M.A. 

THE BEC0]!7CILIATI0N 07 BELIOION AND SCIEKCE. 

Being Essays on Immortality, Inspiration, Miracles, and the 
Being of Christ. Demy 8yo. Cloth, price 108. 6d. 

FOX-BOUBNE (H. E.) 

THE LIFE 07 JOHN LOCKE, 1632—1704. 2 yols. Demy 8yo. 
Cloth, price 288. 

Feaseb (Donald), Accountant to the British-Indian 

Steam Navigation Company, Limited. 

EXCHANGE TABLES 07 STEELING AND INDIAN BTTPEE 
CUBBENCY, upon a new and extended system, embracing Values 
from One Farthing to One Hundred Thousand Pounds, and at 
Kates progressing, in Sixteenths of a Penny, from Is, 9(2. to 
28. 3d, per Bupee. Boyal 8yo. Cloth, price 108. 6d. 

Frere (Sir H. Bartle E.), G.C.B., G.C.S.I., etc. 

. THE THBEATENED 7AMINE IN BENGAL : How it may be 

Met, and the Recurrence of Famines in India Prevented. Being 
Ko. 1 of " Occasional Notes on Indian Affairs." With 3 Maps. 
Crown 8vo. Price 58. 

Friswell (J. Hain). 

THE BETTEB SELF. Essays for Home Life. Crown 8vo. 
I'rice 68 

ONE 07 TWO; OB, THE LETT-HANDED BBIDS. With a 
Frontispiece. Crown 8vo. Price 38. 6d, 

Gardner (John), M.D. 

LONGEVITY; THE MEANS 07 PROLONGING LIFE A7TEB 
MIDDLE AGE. Third Edition, revised and enlarged. Small 
crown 8vo. Cloth, price 48. 

Gardner (Herbert). 

SUNELOWEBS. A Book of Verses. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, 
price 58. 

Garrett (Edward). 

BY STILL WATERS. A Story for Quiet Hours. With Seven 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6«. 

Gibbon (Charles). 

70B LACK 07 GOLD. With a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 38. 6d. 

BOBIN GBAY. With a Frontispiece. Ctown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 38. 6d, 

Gilbert (Mrs.) 

MBS. GILBEBT, 70BMEBLY ANN TAYLOB, ATJTOBIO- 
GBAPHY AND OTHEB MEMOBIALS 07. Edited by Josiah 
Gilbert. New and revised Edition. In 2 vols. With 2 Steel 
Portraits and several Wood Engravings. PostSvo. Cloth, price 24«. 

B L 
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Gill (Eev. W. W.), B.A., of the London Missionary 

Society. 

1CYTH8 AND BONOS 7B0K THE SOUTH PACIFIC. With a 
Preface by F. Max Miiller, M.A., Professor of Comparative 
Philology at Oxford. Post 8yo. Cloth, price 98. 

GoDKiN (James). 

THE SEUOIOUS HISTOBY OF IBELANB : Primitive, Papal, 
and Protestant Including the Evangelical Missions, Catholic 
Agitations, and Church Progress of the last half Century. 8vo. 
Cloth, price 12«. 

Godwin (WiUiam). 

WILLIAM GODWIN: HIS FBIENDS AND CONTEXPO- 
BABIES. With Portraits and Facsimiles of the handwriting 
of Godwin and his Wife. By C. Eegan PauL 2 vols. Demy 
8vo. Cloth, price 28«. 

THE GENIUS OF CHSISTIANITT XTNYEILED. Being Essays 
never before published. Edited, with a Preface, by C. Elegan 
PauL Crown Svo. Cloth, price 7f . 6d. 

GoETZE (Capt. A. von), Captain of the Prussian Corps 

of Engineers attached to the Engineer Committee, and Instructor 
at the Military Academy. 

OPERATIONS OF THE GEBXAN ENGINEERS DURING THE 
WAR OF 1870-1871. Published by Authority, and in accordance 
with Official Documents. Translated from the German by 
Colonel G. Graham, V.C, C.B., R.E. With 6 large Maps. 
Demy Svo. Cloth, price 21^. 

GooDENOUGH (Commodore J. G.), Eoyal Navy, C.B., 

C.M.G. 

JOURNALS OF, during his Last Command as Senior Officer on 
the Australian Station, 1873-1875. Edited, with a Memoir, by 
his Widow. With Maps, Woodcuts, and Steel Engraved Portrait. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 148. 

Goodman (Walter). 

CUBA, THE PEARL OF THE ANTILLES. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price Is. 6d. 

GossE (Edmund W.) 

ON VIOL AND FLUTE. With Title-page specially designed 
by William B. Scott. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 5«. 

GoTJLD (Kev. S. Baring). 

THE YICAR OF MORWENSTOW: a Memoir of the Bev. B. S. 
Hawker. With Portrait. Second Edition, revised. Post Svo. 
L Cloth, price 10«. Gd. 
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Gbanville (A. B.), M.D., F.E.S., etc. 

ATJTOBIOOSAPHT OF A. B. GBANVILLE, F.B.S., ete. 
Edited, with a brief account of the concluding years of his life, by 
his youngest Daughter, Paulina B. GranvUle. 2 vols. With 
a Portrait. Second Edition. Demy 8yo. Cloth, price 32fl. 

Gbay (Mrs. Eussell). 

LISETTE'S VENTTJBE. A Novel. 2 vols. Crown Svo. Cloth. 

Green (T. Bowden). 

7BA0MENT8 OF TEOUOHT. Dedicated by permission to the 
Poet Laureate. Crown Svo. Cloth, price Is. 6<{. 

Greenwood (James), " The Amateur Casual." 

IK STBAKOE COUPANT ; or, The Note Book of a Roving 
Correspondent. Second Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 6«. 

Grey (John), of Dilston. 

JOHN OBEY (of Dilston): HEHOIBS. By Josephine E. 
Butler. New and Cheaper Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 
38. 6(2. 

Griffith (Eev. T.), A.M., Prebendary of St. Paul's. 

STUDIES OF THE DIVINE XASTEB. Demy Svo. Cloth, 
price 12«. 

Griffiths (Captain Arthur). 

HEUOBIALS 07 HILLBANK, AND CHAFTEBS IN PBISON 
HISTOBY. With Dlustrations. 2 vols. Post Svo. Cloth, 
price 2l8. 

THE QUEENS SHILLING. A Novel. 2 vols. Cloth. 

Grimley (Eev. H. N.), M.A., Professor of Mathematics 

in the University of Wales, and Chaplain of Tremadoc Church. 

TBEMADOC SEBMONS, chiefly on the Spiritual Body, the 
Unseen World, and the Divine Humanity. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price Is. 6d. 

Gruner (M. L.) 

STUDIES OF BLAST FURNACE PHENOMENA. Translated by 
L. D. B. Gordon, F.R.S.E., F.G.S. Demy Svo. Cloth, price 7«. 6d. 

Gurney (Eev. Archer Thompson). 

WORDS 07 7AITH AND CHEEB. A Mission of Instruction 
and Suggestion. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 68. 

FIBST FBINCIFLES IN CHUBCH AND STATE. Demy 8vo. 
Sowed, price Is. Qd. 
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Haeceel (Professor Ernst), of the University of Jena. 

THE HI8T0BT OF CBEATIOK. A Popular Aocxmnt of the 
Deyelopment of the Earth and its Inhabitants, aooording to the 
Theories of Kant, Laplace, Lamarck, and Darwin. The Transla- 
tion revised by iSrofessor E. Bay Lankester, M.A., F.B.S. With 
Coloured Plates and Genealogical Trees of the various groups 
of both plants and animals. 2 vols. Post 8vo. Cloth, price 32«. 

Habcoubt (Capt. A. F. P.) 

THE 8HAKE8PEABE ABG08T : Containing much of the wealth 
of Shakespeare's Wisdom and Wit, alphabetically arranged and 
classified. Crown 8vo» Cloth, price 6«. 

Haweis (Rev. H. R.), M.A. 

SPEECH IK SEASON. Third Edition. Crown 8to. Cloth, 
price 9«. 

THOUGHTS FOB THE TIMES. Ninth Edition. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 7». 6d, 

UKSECTABIAN FAKLT PBATEBS, for Morning and Even- 
ing for a Week, with short selected passages from the Bible. 
Square crown 8vo. Cloth, price Ss, 6d. 

Hawthobne (Julian). 

BBESSANT. A Bomance. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth. 
IDOLATBY. A Bomance. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth. 

Hawthobne (Nathaniel). 

NATHANIEL HAWTHOBNE. A Memoir, with Stories now 
first published in this country. By H. A. Page. Post 8vo. Cloth, 
price 78. 6(2. 

SEPTIHIUS. A Bomance. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 9«. 

Hayman (Henry), D.D., late Head Master of Rugby 

School. 

BUOBY SCHOOL SEBKONS. With an Introductory Essay oa 
the Indwelling of the Holy Spirit. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 7». 6d. 

Heathebgate. 

A Story of Scottish Life and Character. By a New Author* 
2 vols. Crown Svo. Cloth. 

Hellwald (Baron F. Von). 

THE BUSSIANS IN CENTBAL ASIA. A Critical Examination, 
down to the present time, of the Geography and History of 
Central Asia. Translated by Lieut.-Col. Theodore Wirgman, 
LL.B. In I voL Large post 8vo. With Map. Cloth, price 12#. 

Helvig (Captain Hugo). 

THE OPEBATIONS OF THE BAVABIAN ABICY C0BP8. 

Translated by Captain G. S. Schwabe. With Five large Maps. 
In 2 vols. Demy bvo. Cloth, price 24«. 
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HiNTON (James), late Aural Surgeon to Guy's Hospital. 

THE PLACE OF THE PHT8ICIAK. Beine the Introductory 
Leotnre at Guy's Hospital, 1873-74 ; to whi<m is added Essatb 
ON THB Law of Hitman Life, and on the Eelation between 
Oboanio and Inobganio Woblds. Second Edition. Crown 8to. 
Cloth, price 30. 6d, 

PHTSIOLOOT 70B PRACTICAL USE. By yarious Writers. 
With 50 Illustrations. 2to18. Second Edition. Crown Svo. FricQ 
128. 6d. 

Alf ATLAS 07 DISEASES 07 THE MEKBBAKA TTMPANI. 
With Descriptive Text. Post Svo. Price £6 6«. 

THE QUESTIONS 07 AUBAL SUBOEBT. With Illustra- 
tions. 2 vols. Post Svo. Cloth, price 12«. 6d, 

H. J, C, 

THE ABT 07 FUBKISHIKO. A Popular Treatise on the 
Principles of Furnishing, based on the Laws of C6mmon Sense, 
Eequirement, and Picturesque Effect Small crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 38. 6d. 

Hockley (W. B.) 

TALES 07 THE ZEKAKA; or, A Nuwab's Leisure Hours. 
By the Author of " Pandurang Hari." With a Preface by Lord 
Stanley of Alderley. 2 vols. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 2l8. 

PANDUBAKO HABI ; or. Memoirs of a Hindoo. A Tale of 
Mahratta Life sixty years ago. With a Preface by Sir H. Baxtle 
E. Frere, G.C.S.L, etc. 2 vols. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 2l8. 

HoFPBAUEB (Captain). 

THE OEBXAK ABTILLEBT IK THE BATTLES NEAB UETZ. 
Based on the official reports of the German Artillery. Translated 
by Capt. E. O. HoUist. With Map and Plans. Demy Svo. 
Cloth, price 2l8. 

HOGAN, M.P. 

A Novel. 3 vols. Crown Svo. Cloth. 

Holmes (Edmond G-. A.) 

POEMS. Fcap. Svo. Price 58. 

Holbotd (Major W. E. M.), Bengal Staff Corps, 

Director of rubfic Instruction, Punjab. 

TAS-HIL UL KALAM; or, Hindustani made Easy. Crown 
Svo. Cloth, price 58. 

Hope (Lieut. James). 

IN QUEST 07 COOLIES. With Hlustrations. Crown Svo. 
Cloth, price 68. 

Hooper (Mrs. G.) 

THE HOUSE 07 BABT. With a Frontispiece. Crown Svo. 
Cloth, price 88. 6d, 
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International Scientipio Series (The). 



I. THE F0BK8 OF WATER IK CLOUDS AND BIVEB8, ICE 
AND GLACIERS. By J. Tyndall, LL.D., F.B.S. With 
14 niustrations. Siz^ Edition. 5«. 

XL PHYSICS AND POLITICS; or, Thonghts on the Application of 
the Principles of ''Natural Selection" and ''Inheritance" 
to Political Society. By Walter Bagehot. Third Edition. 4«. 

III. FOODS. By Edward Smith, M.D., LL.B., F.B.S. Profusely 

Illustrated. Fourth Edition. 5«. 

IV. HIND AND BODY: The Theories of their Relation. By 

Alexander Bain, LL.D. With Four Illustrations. Fifth 
Edition. 48. 

V. THE STUDY OF SOCIOLOGY. By Herbert Spencer. Fifth 
Edition. 58. 

VI. ON THE CONSERVATION OF ENERGY. By Balfour Stewart, 
M.D.,LL.D.,P.R.8. With 14 Engravings. Third Edition. 5«. 

YII. ANIMAL LOCOMOTION; or. Walking, Swinuning, and Flying 
By J. B. Pettigrew, M.D., F.R.S. With 130 Illustrations. 
Second Edition. 58, 

Yin. RESPONSIBILITY IN MENTAL DISEASE. By Henry 
Maudsley, M.D. Second Edition. 58. 

IX. THE NEW CHEMISTRY. By Professor J. P. Cooke, of the 
Harvard University. With 31 Illustrations. Third 
Edition. 58. 

X. THE SCIENCE OF LAW. By Professor Sheldon Amos. 
Second Edition. 58. 

XI. ANIMAL MECHANISM. A Treatise on Terrestrial and Aerial 
Locomotion. By Professor E. J. Marey. With 117 Illus- 
trations. Second Edition. 58. 
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International Scientifio Series (The). — CorUinued. 

Xn. THE DOCTRINE 07 DESCENT AND DARWINISM. By 

Professor Oscar Schmidt (Strasburg University). With 
26 niustrations. Third Edition. 5«. 

XIII. THE HISTORT 07 THE C0N7LICT BETWEEN RELIGION 
AND SCIENCE. By Professor J. W. Draper, LL.D. 
Seventh Edition. 5«. 

XIY. EUNOI ; their Nature, Influences, Uses, etc. By M. G. Cooke, 
M.A., LL.D. Edited by the Bev. M. J. Berkeley, M.A., 
F.L.S. With numerous Illustrations. Second Edition. 59. 

XV. THE CHEMICAL EFFECTS OF LIGHT AND PHOTOGRAPHT. 

By Dr. Hermann Vogel (Polytechnic Academy of Berlin). 
Translation thoroughly revised. With 100 Illustrations. 
Third Edition. 58. 

XYI. THE LIFE AND GROWTH OF LANGUAGE. By William 
Dwight Whitney, Professor of Sanskrit and C!omparative 
Philology in Yale College, New Haven. Second Edition. 5». 

XVn. MONET AND THE MECHANISM OF EXCHANGE. By 

W. Stanley Jevons, M.A., F.B.S. Second Edition. 58. 

XVni. THE NATURE OF LIGHT: With a General Account of 
Physical Optics. By Dr. Eugene Lonunel, Professor of 
Physics in the University of Erlangen. With 188 Illus- 
trations and a table of Spectra in Chromolithography. 
Second Edition. 58. 

XIX. ANIMAL PARASITES AND MESSMATES. By Monsieur 
Van Beneden, Professor of the University of Louvain, Cor- 
respondent of the Institute of France. With 83 Illus- 
trations. Second Edition. 5^. 

XX. FERMENTATION. By Professor Schiitzenberger, Director 
of the Chemical Laboratory at the Sorbonne. Second 
Edition. 58. 

XXI. THE FIVE SENSES OF MAN. By Professor Bernstein, of 
the University of Halle. With 91 Illustrations. Second 
Edition. 58. 
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Intebnational Soientifio Sbbibs (The). 



Forthcoming Volumes. 

Prof. W. KiNGDON Clifford, M.A. The Pirat Principles of the 
Exact Sciences explained to the Non-mathematical. 

Prof. T. H. Huxley, LL.D., P.B.S. Bodily Motion and 
Ck)n8cionsness. 

Dr. W. B. Oabpentbb, LL.D., P.B.S. The Physical Geography 
of the Sea. 

Prof. WnjJAM Odling, F.B.S. The Old Chemistry viewed &om 
the New Standpoint. 

W. Laxtdeb Lindsay, M.D., F.B.S.E. Mind in the Lower AnimalB. 

Sir John Lubbock, Bart., F.B.S. On Ants and Bees. 

Prof. W. T. TmsELTON Dyeb, B.A., B.Sc. Form and Habit in 
Flowering Plants. 

Mr. J. N. LooKYEB, F.B.S. Spectrum Analysis. 

Prof. Michael Fosteb, M.D. Protoplasm and the Cell Theory. 

H. Charlton Basiian, M.D., F.B.S. The Brain as an Organ of 
Mind. 

Prof. A. C. Bamsat, LL.D., F.B.S. Earth Sculpture: Hills, 
Valleys, Mountains, Plains, Bivers, Lakes; how they were Pro- 
duced, and how they have been Destaroyed. 

Prof. BuDOLPH ViROHOW (Berlin Univ.) Morbid Physiological 
Action. 

Prof. Claude Bernard. History of the Theories of Life. 

Prof. H. Sainte-Claire Deville. An Introduction to General 
Chemistry. 

Prof. WuRTZ. Atoms and the Atomic Theory. 

Prof. Laoaze-Duthiers. Zoology since Cuvier. 

Prof. Berthelot. Chemical Synthesis. 
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International Scientifio Sebies (The). — Continued. 

{Forthcoming Volumes^ 

Prof. J. BosENTHAL. General Physiology of Muscles and Nerres. 

Prof. James D. Dana, M. A., LL.D. On Gephalization ; or, Head- 
Characters in the Gradation and Progress of Life. 

Viot S. W. Johnson, M. A. On the Nutrition of Plants. 

Prof. Austin Flint, Jr. M.D. The Nervous System, and its 
Belation to the Bodily Functions. 

Prof. Febdinand Oohn (Breslau Univ.) Thallophytes (Alg89, 
Lichens, Fungi). 

Prof. Hermann (University of Zurich). Bespiration. 

Prof. Leuokabt (University of Leipsio). Outlines of Animal 
Organization. 

Prof. LnsBBEiOH (University of Berlin). Outlines of Toxicology. 

Prof. Kundt (University of Strasburg). On Sound. 

Prof. Bees (University of Erlangen). On Parasitic Plants. 

Prof. Steinthal (University of Berlin). Outlines of the Science 
of Language. 

P. Bebt (Professor of Physiology, Paris). Forms of Life and 
other Gosmical Conditions. 

E. Alglavb (Professor of Constitutional and Administrative Law 
at Douai, and of Politiced Economy at Lille). The Primitive 
Elements of Politiced Constitutions. 

P. LoBAiN (Professor of Medicine, Paris). Modem Epidemics. 

Mens. Fbeidel. The Functions of Organic Chemistry. 

Mens. Debbay. Precious Metals. 

Prof. CoBFiELD, M.A., M.D. (Oxon.) Air in its relation to Health. 

Plrof. A. GiABD. General Embryology. 



26 A List of 

HooPEB (Mary). 

UTTLS DINNEBS: HOW TO 8XBVS THEX WITH 
ELEOANCE AND EOONOXY. Tenth Edition. Grown 8yo. 
Cloth, price 5$. 

OOOKEBY FOB IKVALIDS, PEB80N8 OF DELICATE 
DIGESTION, AND OHILDBEN. Grown 8vo. Gloth, price 3t. 6d. 

Hopkins (Manley). 

THE POBT OF BEFIFOE ; or, Gonnsel and Aid to 
Shipmasters in Difficulty, Doubt, or Distress. Grown 8yo. 
Gloth, price 68. 

HowABD (Mary M.), Author of " Brampton Kectory " 

BEATBICE AYLXEB, AND OTHEB TALES. Grown 8yo. 
Gloth, price 6«. 

HowAKD (Rev. G. B.) 

AN OLD LEGEND OF 8T. PAUL'S. Fcap. Svo. Gloth, price 
4«. 6(2. 

Howell (James). 

A TALE OF THE SEA, SONNETS, AND OTHEB P0EK8. 

Fcap. Svo. Gloth, price 5«. 

Hughes (Allison). 

PENELOPE, AND OTHEB POEMS. Fcap. Svo. Gloth, 
price 40. 6(2. 

Hull (Edmund C. P.) 

THE EUBOPEAN IN INDIA. A Handbook of Practical In- 
formation for those proceeding to, or residing in, the East Indies, 
relating to Outfits, Routes, Time for Depeirture, Indian Glimate, 
etc. With a Medical Guide fob Anglo-Indians. By B. B. B. 
Mair, M.D., F.B.G.S.E., late Deputy Goroner of Madras. Second 
Edition, Bevised and Gorrected. Post Svo. Gloth, price 68. 

Humphrey (Eev. W.), of the Congregation of the 

Oblatcs of St. Charles. 

MB. FITZJAME8 STEPHEN AND OABDINAL BELLABXINE. 

Demy 8yo. Sewed, price Is. 

HuTTON (James). 

HISSIONABY LIFE IN THE SOUTHEBN SEAS. With Dlus- 
trations. Grown Svo. Gloth, price 7«. 6d. 

Ignotus. 

CULMSHIBE POLK. A Novel. New and Gheaper Edition. 
Grown Svo. Gloth, price 68. 
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Ingelow (Jean). 

THE LITTLE WONDEB-HOBN. A Second Series of " Storiea 
Told to a Child." With Fifteen niustrations. Square 24mo. 
Cloth, price 38. Qd, 

OFF THE 8KELLI08. (Her First Bomance.) 4 vols. Crown 
8yo. Cloth, price 428. 

Jackson (T. G.) 

KODEBN GOTHIC ABCHITEGTTJBE. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 58. 

Jacob (Maj.-Gen. Sir G. Le Grand), K.C.S.L, C.B. 

WE8TEBN INDI^ BE70BE AND DUBINO THE MUTIHIE8. 
Pictures drawn &om life. Second Edition. Crown 8yo. Cloth, 
price 78. 6d. 

Jenkins (E.) and Kaymond (J.), Esqs. 

a legal handbook fob ABCHITECTS, BTnLDEB8, AND 
BUILDING 0WNEB8. Second Edition Bevised. Crown 8yo. 
Cloth, price 68. 

Jenkins (Kev. K. C), M.A,, Kector of Lyminge, and 

Honorary Canon of Canterbury. 

THE FBIVILEGE OF PETEB, Legally and HistoricaUy Ex- 
amined, and the Claims of the Boman Church compared with the 
Scriptures, the Councils, and the Testimony of the Popes them- 
selves. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 38. 6d. 

Jevons (W. Stanley), M.A., F.K.S. 

KONEY AND THE IIECHANISK OF EXCHANGE. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 58. 
Vol. XVn. of the International Scientific Series. 

Kaufmann (Kev. M.), B.A. 

SOCIALISK : Its Nature, its Dangers, and its Bemedies con- 
sidered. Crown 8yo. Cloth, price 78. Qd, 

Keating (Mrs.) 

HONOB BLAKE : The Story of a Plain Woman. 2 vols. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth. 

Keb (David). 

ON THE BOAD TO KHIVA. Illustrated with Photographs of 
the Country and its Inhabitants, and a copy of the Official Map 
in use during the Campaign, &om the Survey of Captain Leusilin. 
Post 8yo. Cloth, price l£. 

THE BOY SLAVE IN BOKHABA A Tale of Central Asia. 
With Illustrations. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 58. 

THE WILD HOBSEKAN OF THE FAMPA8. Illustrated. 
Crown 8yo. Cloth, price 58. 
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King (Alice). 

A CLIFSTBB OF LIVS8, Czown 8yo. Cloth, price 7s. 6d. 

King (Mrs. Hamilton). 

THE DISOIPLBS. A New Poem. Beoond Edition, with some 
Notes. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 7«. 6d, 

ABFBOKONTE, AND OTHEB P0E1C8. Second Edition. Fcap. 
8yo. Cloth, price is, 6d. 

KiNGSPOBD (Eev. F. W.), M.A., Vicar of St. Thomas's, 

Stamford Hill ; late Chaplain H. E. I. C. (Bengal Presidency). 

HABTHAX 00 VFEBEirOSB ; or. DiscnsBions upon some of 
the Beligious Topics of the Day. ^' Audi alteram partem." Crown 
8yo. Cloth, price 3s. Qd. 

Knight (Aimette F. C.) 

POEXS. Foap. 8yo. Cloth, price 5s. 

Lacordaibe (Rev. Pere). 

LIPE: Conferences delivered at Toulouse. A New and 
Cheaper Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, price Ss. 6d. 

Lady op Lipabi (The). 

A Poem in Three Cantos. Foap. 6vo. Cloth, price 5s. 

Laubie (J. S.), of the Lmer Temple, Barrister-at-Law ; 

formerly H.M. Inspector of Schools, England ; Assistant Boyal 
Commissioner, Ireland; Special Commissioner, African Settle- 
ment ; Director of Public Instruction, Ceylon. 

EDUOATIONAL OOUBSE OF SEOULAB SCHOOL BOOKS FOB 
INDIA. 

The following Works are now ready : — 

TEE FIBST HINDUSTANI BEADEB. Stiff linen wrapper, 
price 6d. 

THE SECOND HINDUSTANI BEADEB. Stiff linen wrapper, 
price 6{{. 

GEOOBAPHY OF INDIA ; with Maps and Historical Appendix, 
tracing the growth of the British Empire in Hindustan. 128 pp. 
fcap. 8yo. Cloth, price 1«. 6<2. 

Latmann (Captain)^ Instructor of Tactics at the 

Military College, Neisse. 

THE FBONTAL ATTACH OF INFANTBY. Translated by 
Colonel Edward Kewdigate. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 2«. Qd. 

L. D. S. 

LETTEBS FBOU CHINA AND JAPAN. With Hlnstrated 
Title-page. Crown 8yo. Cloth, price Is. %d. 
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Leander (Eichard). 

FANTASTIC ST0BIE8. Translated from the G^erman by 
Paulina B. Granville. With Eight fall-page Illiistrations by 
M. E. Fraser-Tytler. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 58. 

Leathes (Kev. Stanley), M.A. 

THE 008FEL IT8 OWN WITNESS. Crown 8yo. Cloth, 
price 5«. 

Lee (Kev. Frederick George), D.C.L. 

THE OTHER WOBLD; or, Glimpses of the Snpematnral. 
Being Facts, Becords, and Traditions, relating to Dreams, 
Omens, Miracnlons Occurrences, Apparitions, Wraiths, Warn- 
ings, Second-sight, Necromancy, Witchcraft, etc. 2 vols. A 
New Edition. Crown 8yo. Cloth, price 158. 

Lee (Holme). 

HEB TITLE OF HONOXTEt. A Book for Girls. New Edition. 
With a Frontispiece. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 58. 

Lenoir (J). 

EAYOTJM; or. Artists in Egypt. A Tonr with M. G^rome 
and others. With 13 Illnstrations. A New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 38. 6d. 

Lewis (Mary E). 

A RAT WITH three TALES. With Four Illustrations by 
Catherine E. Frere. Cloth, price 58. 

LiSTADO (J. T.) 

CIVIL SERVICE. A Novel. 2 vols. Crown Svo. Cloth. 

Looker (Frederick). 

LONDON LYRICS. A New and Revised Edition, with 
Additions and a Portrait of the Author. Crown Svo. Clotii, 
elegant, price 78. 

LoMMEL (Dr. Eugene), Professor of Physics in the 

University of Erlangen. 

THE NATURE OF LIGHT: With a General Account of 
Physical Optics. Second Edition. With ISS Blustrations and 
a table of Spectra in Chromolithography. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 58. 

Vol. XYIII. of the International Scientific Series. 

LORIMER (Peter), D.D. 

JOHN KNOX AND THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND : His work 
in her Pulpit and his influence upon her Liturgy, Articles, and 
Parties. Demy Svo. Cloth, price 128. 
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Lover (Samuel), E.H.A. 

THE LIFE 07 SAXUEL LOVEB, B.H.A.; Artistic, Literary, 
and MuBioaL With Selections from his Unpublished Papers and 
Correspondence. By Bayle Bernard. 2 vols. With a Portrait. 
Post 8yo. Cloth, price 21«. 

LowEB (Maxk Antony), M.A., F.S.A. 

WAYSIDE NOTES IH SCANDINAVIA. Being Notes of Travel 
in the North of Europe. Crown 8yo. Cloth, price 9«. 

Lyons (E. T.), Surgeon-Major, Bengal Army. 

ATBEATISE ON BELAP8IN0 EEVEB. Post 8vo. Qoth, 
price 7«. 6d. 

Macaulay (James), M.A., M.D., Edin. 

THE TRUTH ABOUT IBELAND: Tours of Observation in 
1872 and 1875. With Bemarks on Irish Public Questions. 
Being a Second Edition of *' Ireland in 1872," with a New and 
Supplementary Preface. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price ds. 6d. 

Mao Cabthy (Denis Florence). 

CALDEBON'S DBAXAS. Translated from the Spanish. Poet 
8yo. Cloth, gilt edges, price 10«. 

Mao Donald (George). . 

HALCOLM. a Novel. 3 vols. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth. 
ST. OEOBOE AND ST. HICHAEL. 3 yols. Crown 8vo. Qoth. 

Mao Kenna (Stephen J.) 

PLUCKY FELLOWS. A Book for Boys. With Six Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 30. Gd. 

AT SCHOOL WITH AN OLD DBAGOON. With Six lUustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5«. 

Maclachlan (Archibald Neil Campbell), M.A. 

WILLIAM AUGUSTUS, DUKE OF CUMBEBLAND; being a 
Sketch of his Military Life and Character, chiefly as exhibited 
in the General Orders of his Royal Highness, 1745—1747. With 
Illustrations. Post 8vo. Cloth, price 15«. 

Maib (K. S.), M.D., r.K.C.S.E., late Deputy Coroner 

of Madras. 

THE MEDICAL GUIDE FOB ANGLO-INDIANS. Being a 
Compendium of Advice to Europeans in India, relating to the 
Preservation and Begulation of Health. With a Supplement on 
the Management of Children in India. Crown 8vo. Limp cloth, 
price 3f, 6(2. 

Manning (His Eminence Cardinal). 

ESSAYS ON BELIGION AND LITEBATUBE. By yarious 
Writers. Demy 8vo. Clotli, price 10«. Gd, 
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Mabey (E. J.) 

ANIIIAL MECHANICS. A Treatise on Terrestrial and Aerial 
Locomotion. With 117 Illustrations. Second Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 5«. 

Volume XI. of the International Scientific Series. 

Maekewitch (B.) 

THS KEGLECTED QUESTION. Translated fr^m the Bnssian, 
by the Princess Ourousoflf, and dedicated by Express Permission 
to Her Imperial and Boyal Highness Marie Alexandrovna, the 
Duchess of Edinburgh. 2 vols. Crown 8yo. Cloth, price 14«. 

Mabriott (Maj.-Gen. W. F.), C.S.I. 

A GBAUMAB OF POLITICAL ECONOXT. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 6«. 

Mabshall (Hamilton). 

THE STOBY OF SIB EDWABD'S WIFE. A Novel. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 10«. 6d. 

Mastebman (J.) 

HALF-A-DOZEN DAUGHTEBS. With a Frontispiece. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price Ss. 6dL 

Maudsley (Dr. Henry). 

BESFONSIBILITY IN MENTAL DISEASE. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 58. 
Vol. Yin. of the latemational Scientific Series. 

Maughan (William Charles). 

THE ALFS OF ABABIA; or, Travels through Egypt, Sinai, 
Arabia, and the Holy Land. With Map. A New and Cheaper 
Edition. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 58. 

Maueice (C. Edmund). 

LIVES OF ENGLISH FOFXTLAB LEADEB8. No. 1.— Stephen 
Lakgton. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 7«. Qd, 
No. 2. — Tyleb, Ball, and Oldcastle. Crown 8vo. Price 7«-6(Z. 

Medley (Lieut.-Col. J. G.), Eoyal Engineers. 

AN AUTUMN TOUB IN THE UNITED STATES AND CANADA 

Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5«. 

Menzies (Sutherland). 

MEMOIBS OF DISTINGUISHED WOMEN. Post 8vo. Cloth. 



Anne de Boubbon. 
The Duchess de Longxjeville, 
The Duchess de Chevbeuse. 
Princess Palatine. 
Mademoiselle de Montpensiee. 



Madame de Montbazon. 
The Duchess op Pobtsmouth. 
Sarah Jennings. 
Sarah, Duchess of Mabl- 
bokouh. 
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MiCKLETHWAITE (J. T.), F.S.A. 

ILODXBH PABI8H CETJBCHE8: Their Plan, Design, and 
Fnmitnre. Grown 8yo. Cloth, price 7s. 6d. 

Milne (James). 

TABLES OF SZCEAHOE FOB IHDIAV AHD CETLOS' 
OUEBEVOT. Second Edition. Post 8vo. Cloth, price £2 2«. 

MlBUS (Major-General von). 

OAVALBY FIELD DUTT. Translated by Blajor Frank S. 
Bnssell, 14th (King's) Hnssars. Crown 8vo. Cloth limp, price 
78, 6d. 

MiVAET (St. George), F.E.S. 

COHTEXPOBABY EVOLUTIOH: Discussing the Theoi^ of 
Evolution as applied to Science, Art, Religion, and Pohtics. 
Post 8yo. Cloth, price 78. 6d. 

MooBE (Rev. Daniel), M.A. 

OHBIST AHD HIS CHTJBOH. By the author of ^The Age 
and the Gospel: Hulsean Lectures," etc Crown 8yo. Clotn, 
price 38, 6d. 

MooBE (Rev. Thomas), Vicar of Christ Chnrch^ 

Chesham. 

SEBKOHETTES : on Synonymous Texts, taken from the Bible 
and Book of Common Prayer, for the Study, Family Beading, and 
Private Devotion. Small Crown 8vo. Cloth, price is, 6d, 

MOBELL (J. R.) 

ETTOLID SIMPLIFIED IH KETEOD AND LAHOUAOE. Being 
a Manual of Geometry. Compiled from the most important 
French Works, approved by the University of Paris and the 
Minister of Public Instruction. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 2s, 6d. 

MoBiOE (Rev. p. D.), M.A., Fellow of Queen's College, 

Oxford. 

TEE OLYXPIAH AND PYTHIAW ODES OF PIKDAB. A New^ 
Translation in English Verse. Crown 8yo. Cloth, price 7s, 6d, 

MoBLEY (Susan). 

AILEEH FEBBEBS. A Novel. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth. 
THBOSTLETHWAITE. A Novel. 3 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth. 
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Morse (Edward S.), Ph. D., late Professor of Com- 
parative Anatomy and Zoology in Bowdoin College. 

7IBST BOOK OF ZOOLOGY. With numerous Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5«. 

MosTYN (Sydney). 

FEBFLEXITY. A Novel. 3 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth. 

MuSGRAVE (Anthony). 

STTJDIES IN FOUnCAL EGONOXT. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 68. 

My Sister Kosalind. 

A Novel. By the Author of " Christiana North," and •• Under 
the Limes." 2 vols. Cloth. 

Naake (John T.), of the British Museum. 

SLAVONIC FAIRY TALES. From Russian, Servian, Polish, 
and Bohemian Sources. With Four Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 58. 

Newman (John Henry), D.D. 

CHABACTEBISTIGS FROM THE WBITINGS OF DB. J. H. 
NEWMAN. Being Selections, Personal, Historical, Philosophical, 
and Religious, from his various Works. Arranged with the 
Author's personal approval. Second Edition. With Portrait. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 68. 

*#* A Portrait of the Rev. Dr. J. H. Newman, mounted for 
firaming, can be had, price 28. 6d, 

Newman (Mrs.) 

TOO LATE. A Novel. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth. 

Noble (James Ashcroft). 

THE FELICAN FAFEBS. Reminiscences and Remains of a 
Dweller in the Wilderness. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 68. 

NoRMAN People (The). 

THE NORMAN FEOFLE, and their Existing Descendants in 
the British Dominions and the United States of America. Demy 
8vo. Cloth, price 2l8. 

NoRRis (Kev. A.) 

THE INNER AND OTTTEB LIFE FOEMS. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, 
price 68. 

NoTREGE (John), A.M. 

THE SFIBITTTAL FUNCTION OF A FBESBYTER IN THE 
CHTJRCH OF ENGLAND. Crown 8vo. Cloth, red edges, price 
38. 6d, 

Oriental Sporting Magazine (The). 

A Reprint of the first 5 Volumes, in 2 Volumes. Demy 8vo. 
Cloth, price 288. 
B e 
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OuB Increasing Military Difficulty, and one Way 

of Meeting it. 

Demy 8yo. Stitched, price Is. 

Page (H. A.) 

NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE, A XEMOIR OF, with Stories 
now first published in this country. Large post 8yo. Cloth, 
price 7«. 6(2. 

Page (Capt. S. Flood). 

DISCIPLINE AND DRILL. Four Lectures deliyered to the 
London Scottish Bifle Volunteers. Cheaper Edition. Crown 
Svd. Price 1». 

Palgrave (W. Gifford). 

HERMANN AGHA. An Eastern Narrative. 2 vols. Crown 
8yo. Cloth, extra gilt, price ISa. 

Pandurang Hari. 

A Tale of Mahratta Life sixty years ago. With a Preface by 
Sir H. Bartle E. Frere. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 21«. 

Parker (Joseph), D.D. 

THE PARACLETE: An Essay on the Personality and Ministry 
of the Holy Ghost, with some reference to current discussions. 
Second Edition. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 128. 

Parr (Harriett). 

ECHOES OF A FAMOUS YEAR. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 
8^. 6(2. 

Paul (C. Kegan). 

GOETHE'S FAUST. A New Translation in Rime. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 68. 

WILLIAM OOBWIN: HIS FRIENDS AND CONTEMPO- 
RARIES. With Portraits and Facsimiles of the Handwriting of 
Godwin and his Wife. 2 vols. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 28«. 

THE GENIUS OF CHRISTIANITY UNVEILED. Being 
Essays never before publiehed. Edited, with a Preface, by 
C. Kegan Paul. Crown 8vo. Price 7«. 6<i. 

Payne (John). 

SONGS OF LIFE AND DEATH. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5s. 

Payne (Professor). 

LECTURES ON EDUCATION. Price 6d. each. 
I. Pestalozzi : the Influence of His Principles and Practice. 
II. Frobel and the Kindergarten System. Second Edition. 

III. The Science and Art of Education. 

IV. The True Foundation of Science Teaching. 
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Pelletan (Eugene). 

THE DESEST PASTOB, JEAN JABOTTSSEAir. Translated 
from the French. By Colonel E. P. De L'Hoste. With a 
Frontispiece. New Edition. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 3«. 6d. 

Penbtce (Major J.), B.A. 

A DIGTIONABT AND GL0S8ABY OF THE KO-EAN. With 
copious Grammatical Beferences and Explanations of the Text. 
4to. Cloth, price 21 «. 

Pebceval (Kev. P.) 

TAMIL FEOVEBBS, WITH THEIB ENGLISH TBAN8LATI0N. 

Containing upwards of Six Thousand Proverbs. Third Edition. 
Demy 8vo. Sewed, price 9«. 

Peebiee (Amelia). 

A WINTEB IN HOBOGCO. With Four Illustrations. A New 
and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price Ss, 6d. 
A OOOD IIATCH. A Novel. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth. 

Pebby (Kev. S. J.) 

NOTES OF A VOYAGE TO EEBGITELEN ISLAND. Boyal 
8vo. Sewed, price 2«. 

Pettigbew (J. B.), M.D., F.RS. 

ANIMAL LOCOMOTION; or, Walking, Swimming, and Flyinpf 
With 130 Illustrations. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 5». 

Vol. Vn. of the International Scientific Series. 

PiGGOT (John), r.S.A, F.K.G.S. 

FEESIA— ANCIENT AND MODEBN. Post 8vo. Cloth, price 
IDs. 6d. 

PousHKiN (Alexander Sergnevitch). 

BTT88IAN BOMANCE. Translated from the Tales of Belkin, 
etc. By Mrs. J. Buchan Telfer (n^ Mouravieflf). Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 7». 6d. 

PowEB (Harriet). 

OTTB INVALIDS : HOW SHALL WE EMPLOY AND AMTTSE 
THEM 1 Fcap Svo. Cloth, price 2«. 6a. 

PowLETT (Lieut. Norton), Eoyal Artillery. 

EASTEBN LEGENDS AND STOBIES IN ENGLISH VEBSE. 

Crown Svo. Cloth, price 5«. 

Pbesbyteb. 

UNFOLDINGS OF CHBISTIAN HOPE. An Essay showing that 
the Doctrine contained in the Damnatory Clauses of the Creed 
commonly called Athanasian is unscripturaL Small crown Svo. 
Cloth, price 4». 6d. 
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Pbioe (Prof. Bonamy). 

OXFBBENOT AHD BANKIH0. Grown 8vo. Cloth, price 6«. 

Pbootob (Richard A.) 

OXTEt PLACE AKOKO INTIKITIE8. A Series of Essays con- 
trasting our little abode in space and time with the Infinities 
around us. To which are added Essays on '*- Astrology/' and 
** The Jewish Sabbath." Second Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 68. 

TEE EXPANSE OF HEAVEN. A Series of Essays on the 
Wonders of the Firmament With a Frontispiece. Second 
Edition. Crown 8yo. Cloth, price 68. 

Banking (B. Montgomerie). 

STREAKS EBOK HIDDEN S0UE0E8. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 68. 

Beady-Money Mortiboy. 

A Matter-of-Fact Story. With Frontispiece. Crown Svo. 
Cloth, price 38. 6d. 

Eeaney (Mrs. G. S.) 

WAXING AND WOBXINO; OB, TBOK OIBLHOOD TO 
WOMANHOOD. With a Frontispiece. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 58. 

SUNBEAM WILLIE, AND OTHEB STOBIES, for Home Beading 
and Cottage Meetings. 3 Illustrations. Small square, uniform 
with " Lost Gip," etc. Price l8. Qd, 

Beginald Bbamble. 

A Cynic of the Nineteenth Century. An Autobiography. 
Crown Svo. Cloth, price 108. 6d. 

Bbid (T. Wemyss). 

CABINET POBTBAITS. Biographical Sketches of Statesmen 
of the Day. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 78. 6d. 

Bhoades (James). 

TIMOLEON. A Dramatic Poem. Fcap. Svo. Cloth, price 58. 

BiBOT (Professor Th.) 

CONTEMPOBABY ENGLISH PSYCHOLOGY. Second Edition. 
A revised and corrected translation from the latest French 
Edition. Large post Svo. Cloth, price 98. 

HEBEDITY: A Psychological Study on its Phenomena, its 
Laws, its Causes, and its Consequences. Large crown Svo. 
Cloth, price 98. 
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EoBEBTSON (The Late Kev. F. W.), M.A. 

THE LATE BEV. E. W. BOBEBTSON, H.A., LIEE AND 
LETTEBS OF. Edited by the Bev. Stopford Brooke, M.A., 
Chaplain in Ordinary to the Queen. 

I. 2 vols., uniform with the Sermons. With Steel Portrait. Grown 
8vo. Cloth, price 7«. 6d. 

IL Library Edition, in Demy 8vo. with Two Steel Portraits. 
Cloth, price 12«. 

III. A Popular Edition, in 1 vol. Crown 8yo. Cloth, price 6«. 

New and Cheaper Editions : — 
8EBM0NS. 

First Series. Small crown 8yo. Cloth, price Ss. 6d, 
Second Series. Small crown Svo. Cloth, price Ss, 6d, 
Third Series. Small crown Svo. Cloth, price 3«. 6d, 
Fourth Series. Small crown 8vo. Cloth, price 8«. 6d. 

EXFOSITOBT LECTUBES ON ST. PAUL'S EPISTLE TO TEE 
COBINTHIANS. Small crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5«. 

LECTUBES AND ADDBESSES, with other literary remains. 
A New Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 58. 

AN ANALYSIS OF MB. TENNYSON'S ''IN MEHOBIAH." 
(Dedicated by Permission to the Poet-Laureate.) Fcap. 8vo. 
Cloth, price 28. 

THE EDUCATION OF THE HUMAN BACE. Translated from 
the German of Gotthold Ephraim Lessing. Fcap. Svo. Cloth, 
price 28. 6d. 

The above Works can also he had hound in half-morocco. 

♦»♦ A Portrait of the late Rev. F. W. Robertson, mounts for 
framing, can be had, price 28. 6d. 

Ross (Mrs. EUen), (" Nelsie Brook.") 

DADDY'S PET. A Sketch from Humble Life. Uniform with 
" Lost Gip." With Six Illustrations. Square crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 18. 

EoxBURGHE Lothian. 

DANTE AND BEATRICE FBOH 1282 TO 1290. A Romance. 
2 vols. Post Svo. Cloth, price 248. 

Russell (William Clark). 

MEMOIRS OF MBS. L.&TITIA BOOTHBY. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 78. 6d. 

Russell (E. R.) 

IBVING AS HAMLET. Second Edition. Demy Svo. Sewed, 
price 18. 
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Sadleb (S. W.), R.N., Author of « Marshall Vavasour." 

THE ATBICAH CBUI8EB. A Midshipman's Adyentnres on 
the West Coast A Book for Boys. With Three lUiistrationB. 
Second Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 8t. 6(2. 

Samabow (Gregor). 

TOB SOEFTBE AHD CBOWK. A Romance of the Present 
Time. Translated by Fanny Wormald. 2 vols. Crown 8yo. 
Cloth, price 15a. 

Saundebs (Eatherine). 

TEE HIGH HILLS. A NoveL 3 vols. Crown 8yo. Cloth. 

OIBEOITS BOCK, and other Stories. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 68. 

JOAH XEBBTWEATHEB, and other Stories. Crown 8yo. 
Cloth, price 0$. 

MABGABET AKD ELIZABETH. A Story of the Sea. Crown 
Svo. Cloth, price 6«. 

Saundebs (John). 

ISBAEL HOBT, OYEBXAK. A Story of the Mine. 3 voU. 
Crown Svo. 

HIBELL. With Frontispiece. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 3«. 6d. 

ABEL DBAKE'S WIFE. With Frontispiece. Crown Svo. 
Cloth, price 38. 6(2. 

ScHELL (Major von). 

THE OFEBATIONS OF THE FIB8T ABMT TTNDEB OEH. VON 
OOEBEN. Translated by Col. C. H. von Wright. Four Maps. 
Demy Svo. Cloth, price §8. 

THE OFEBATIONS OF THE FIBST ABMT VNDEB GEN. VON 
STEINMETZ. Translated by Captain E. O. Hollist. Demy Svo. 
Cloth, price 108. 6(2. 

ScHERFF (Major W. von). 

STUDIES IN THE NEW INFANTBY TACTICS. Parts I. and 
II. Translated from the German by Colonel Lumley Gndiam. 
Demy Svo. Cloth, price Is. 6(2. 

Schmidt (Prof. Oscar), Strasburg University. 

THE DOCTBINE OF DESCENT AND DABWINISM. With 26 
Illustrations. Third Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 58. 
Vol. XII. of the International Scienti£,c Series. 

ScHUTZENBERGEB (Prof. F.), Director of the Chemical 

Laboratory at the Sorbonne. 

FEBMENTATION. With numerous Illustrations. Crown Svo. 
Cloth, price 58. 
Vol. XX. of the International Scientific Series. 
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Scott (Patrick). 

THE DBEAM AND THE DEED, and other Poems. Fcap. 
8vo. Cloth, price 58. 

Scott (W. T.) 

ANTIQiriTIES OF 6EEAT DUNICOW. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 58. 

Seeking his Fortune, and other Stories. 

With Four Illustrations. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 38. 6d. 

Senior (Nassau William). 

ALEXIS DE TOCQUEVILLE. Correspondence and Conversa- 
tions with Nassau W. Senior, from 1833 to 1859. Edited by 
M. C. M. Simpson. 2 vols. Large post 8vo. Cloth, price 2l8.- 

JOURNALS KEPT IN FRANCE AND ITALT. From 1848 to 
1852. With a Sketch of the Revolution of 1848. Edited by his 
Daughter, M. C. M. Simpson. 2 vols. Post 8vo. Cloth, price 248. 

Seven Autumn Leaves from Fairyland. 

Illustrated with Nine Etchings. Square crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 38. 6d, 

Seyd (Ernest), F.S.S. 

THE FALL IN THE FRIGE OF SILVER. Its Causes, its 
Consequences, and their Possible Avoidance, with Special 
Reference to India. Demy 8vo. Sewed, price 28. 6<2. 

Shadwell (Major-General), C.B. 

mountain warfare. lUustrated by the Campaign of 1799 
in Switzerland. Being a Translation of the Swiss Narrative com- 
piled from the Works of the Archduke Charles, Jomini, and 
others. Also of Notes by General H. Dufour on the Campaign of 
the Valtelline in 1635. With Appendix, Maps, and Introductory 
Remarks. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 168. 

Sheldon (Philip). 

WOMAN'S A RIDDLE; or. Baby Warmstrey. A Novel. 3 vols. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth. 

Sherman (Gen. W. T.) 

MEMOIRS OF GEN. W. T. SHERMAN, Commander of the Federal 
Forces in the AmericaA Civil War. By Himself. 2 vols. With 
Map. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 248. Copyright English Edition, 

Shelley (Lady). 

SHELLET MEMORIALS FROM AUTHENTIC SOURCES. With 
(now first printed) an Essay on Christianity by Percy Bysshe 
Shelley. With Portrait. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 58. 
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Shipley (Kev. Orby), M.A. 

STUDIES IH MODEBH FBOBLEKS. By yarioiiB Writers. 
2 voIb. Grown 8yo. Cloth, price 5<. each. 

CONTBNTB. — ^VOL. L 



Sacramental Confession. 

Abolition of the Thirty- 
nine Articles. Part I. 

The Sanctity of Marriage. 

Creation and Modem 
Science. 

Contents. — ^Vol. IL 



Retreats for Persons Living in 

the World. 
Catholic and Protestant. 
The Bishops on Confession in 

the Church of England. 



Some Principles of Chris- 
tian CeremoniaL 

A Layman's View of Con- 
fession of Sin to a Priest. 
Parts I. and II. 

Beservation of the Blessed 
Sacrament. 



Missions and Preaching Orders. 

Abolition of the TbLrty-nine 
Articles. Part II. 

The First Liturgy of Edward 
YI. and our own office con- 
trasted and compared. 



Smedley (M. B.) 

BOABDIKCM)Xrr AND PAXTPEB SCHOOLS FOB OIBLS. Crown 
8yo. Cloth, price 3a. Qd, 

Smith (Edward), M.D., LL.B., FJB.S. 

HEALTH AND DISEASE, as influenced by the Daily, Seasonal, 
and other Cyclical Changes in the Human System. A New 
Edition. Post 8vo. Cloth, price 7«. M, 

FOODS. Profusely Hlustrated. Fourth Edition. Crown 8yo. 
Cloth, price 58. 

Vol. III. of the International Scientific Series. 

PBACTICAL DIETABT fob FAMILIES, SCHOOLS, AND THE 
LABOUBING CLASSES. A New Edition. Post 8vo. Cloth, 
price 38. Qd. 

CONSUMPTION IN ITS EABLT AND BEMEDIABLE STAGES. 
A New Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 68. 

Smith (Hubert). 

TENT LIFE WITH ENGLISH GIPSIES IN NOBWAT. With 
Five full-page Engravings and Thirty-one smaller Illustrations 
by Whymper and others, and Map of the Country showing 
Routes. Second Edition. Revised and Corrected. Post Svo. 
Cloth, price 2l8. 

Songs for Music. 

By Four Friends. Square crown Svo. Cloth, price 58. 

Containing Songs by Reginald A. Gatty, Stephen H. Gatty, 
Greville J. Chester, and Juliana H. Ewing. 
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Some Time in Ireland. 

A Recollection. Grown 8vo. Cloth, price Is. 6(2. 

Songs of Two Worlds. 

SONGS or TWO WORLDS. By a New Writer. First Series. 
Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 58. 

SONGS OF TWO WORLDS. By a New Writer. Second Series. 
Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 58. 

SONGS OF TWO WORLDS. By a New Writer. Third Series. 
Second Edition. Fcap. Svo. Cloth, price 58. 

THE EPIC OF HADES. By the Author of "Songs of Two 
Worlds." Fcap. Svo. Cloth, price 58. 

Spencer (Herbert). 

THE STUDT OF SOCIOLOOT. Fifth Edition. Crown Svo. 
Cloth, price 5«. 
Vol. v. of the International Scientific Series. 

Spicer (Henry), 

OTHO'S DEATH WAGER. A Dark Page of History Illus- 
trated. In Five Acts. Fcap. Svo. Cloth, price 58. 

Stevenson (Eev. W. Fleming). 

HTMNS FOR THE CHURCH AND HOME. Selected and 
Edited by the Rev. W. Fleming Stevenson. 

The most complete Hymn Book published. 

The Hymn Book consists of Three Parts :— I. For Public Wor- 
ship. — II. For Family and Private Worship. — III. For Children. 

♦#♦ Published in various forms and prices, the latter ranging 
from Sd. to ^s. Lists and full particulars will he furnished on 
application to the Publishers, 

Stewart (Professor Balfour). 

ON THE CONSERVATION OF ENERGT. Third Edition. 
With Fourteen Engravings. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 5«. 
Vol. VI. of the International Scientific Series. 

Stonehewer (Agnes). 

MONACELLA : A Legend of North Wales. A Poem. Fcap. 
Svo. Cloth, price 3s. 6d. 

Stretton (Hesba). Author of " Jessica's First Prayer." 

THE CREW OF THE DOLPHIN. Illustrated. Square crown 
Svo. Cloth, price Is. 6d. 

CASST. Twenty-seventh Thousand. With Six Illustrations. 
Square crown Svo. Cloth, price la. 6d. 

THE KING'S SERVANTS. Thirty-third Thousand. With 
Eight Illustrations. Square crown Svo. Cloth, price Is. 6d. 
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Stbetton (Hesba). Author of " Jessica's First Prayer." 

LOST OIP. Forty-seyenth Thousand. With Six Illustrations. 
Square crown 8vo. Cloth, price Is. 6d. 

%* Also a handsomely-bound Edition, tcith Twelve lUtutrations, 
price 2s. 6d. 

THE W0NDEB7ITL LITE. Ninth Thousand. Fcap.Svo. Cloth, 
price 2s. 6d. 

FBIEND8 TILL DEATH. With Frontispiece. Limp cloth, 
price 6d, 

TWO CHBISTHAS 8T0BIE8. With Frontispiece. Limp 
doth, price 6d, 

mCHEL LOBIO'S CB088, AND LEFT ALOKE. With Frontis- 
piece. Limp cloth, price 6d. 

OLD TRAKSOHE. With Frontispiece. Limp cloth, price 6d. 

THE WOBTH OF A BABT, AND HOW AFPLE-TBEE COUBT 
WAS WON. With Frontispiece. Limp cloth, price 6d. 

HE8TEB MOBLETS PB0MI8E. 3 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth. 

THE DOCTOB'S DILEMMA. 3 vols. Crown Svo. Cloth. 

Sully (James). 

SENSATION AND INTUITION. DemySvo. Cloth, price 10«. 6d. 

Tales of the Zenana. 

By the Author of " Pandurang Hari." 2 vols. Crown Svo. 
Cloth, price 2 Is. 

Taylor (Rev. J. W. Augustus), M.A. 

POEMS. Fcap. Svo. Cloth, price 58. 

Taylor (Sir Henry). 

EDWIN THE FAIB AND ISAAC OOMNENITS. Fcap. Svo. 
Cloth, price Ss. 6d. 

A SICILIAN SUMMEB AND OTHEB POEMS. Fcap. Svo. 
Cloth, price Ss. 6d. 

PHILIP VAN ABTEVELDE. A Dramatic Poem. Fcap. Svo. 
Cloth, price 58. 

Taylor (Colonel Meadows), C.S.I., M.R.I.A. 

SEETA. A Novel 3 vols. Crown Svo. Cloth. 

THE CONFESSIONS OF A THUG. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 68. 

TABA : a Mahratta Tale. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 6s, 

Thomas (Moy). 

A FIGHT FOB LIFE. With Frontispiece. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 38. 6(2. 

Thomson (J. T.), F.R.G.S. 

HAKAYIT ABDULLA. The Autobiography of a Malay Monshi, 
between the years 1808 and 1843. Demy Svo. Cloth, price 128. 
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Tennyson (Alfred). 

QUEEN MABT. A Drama. New Edition. Crown 8yo. Cloth, 
price 68, 

Tennyson's (Alfred) Works. Cabinet Edition. Ten 
Volumes. Each with Portrait. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 2«. 6d. 

Cabinet Edition. 10 vols. Complete in handsome Orna- 
mental Case. Price 288. 

Tennyson's (Alfred) Works. Author's Edition. Com- 
plete in Five Volumes. Post 8vo. Cloth gilt; or half- 
morocco, Eoxburgh style. 

Vol. I. EABLT POEMS, and ENGLISH IDTLLS. Price 6*. ; 

Eoxburgh, ?«. 6d. 

Vol. II. LOCESLET HALL, LUCBETIUS, and other Poems. 

Price 68. ; Eoxburgh, Is. 6d. 

Vol. III. THE IDYLLS OF THE KINO (CkmpUte). Price 
78. 6d. ; Eoxburgh, 9«. 

Vol. IV. THE PEINCESS, and MAXTD. Price 68,; Eox- 
burgh, 78. 6d. 

Vol. V. ENOCH ABDEN, and IN MEMOBIAM. Price 68. : 
Eoxburgh, 7«. 6d. 

TENNYSON'S IDYLLS OF THE KINO, and other Poems. 
Illustrated by Julia Margaret Cameron. 1 vol. Folio. Half- 
bound morocco, cloth sides. Six Guineas. 



Tennyson's (Alfred) Works. Original Editions. 

POEMS. Small Svo. Cloth, price 68. 

MAUD, and other Poems. Small Svo. Cloth, price 38. 6d, 

THE PBINCESS. Small Svo. Cloth, price Ss. 6d. 

IDYLLS OF THE KINO. Small Svo. Cloth, price 58. 

IDYLLS OF THE KINO, CoUeoted. SmaU Svo. Cloth, price 68. 

THE HOLY OEAIL, and other Poems. SmaU Svo. Cloth, 
price 48. 6d. 

OARETH AND LYNETTE. SmaU Svo. Cloth, price 38. 

ENOCH ABDEN, etc. SmaU Svo. Cloth, price 38. 6d, 

SELECTIONS FBOM THE ABOVE WOBKS. Square Svo. 
Cloth, price 38. 6d. Cloth gilt, extra, price 48. 

SONOS FBOM THE ABOVE WOBKS. Square Svo. Cloth 
extra, price 38. 6c2. 

IN MEMOBIAM. SmaU Svo. Cloth, price 48. 

LIBBABY EDITION. In 6 vols. Demy Svo. Cloth, price 
108. 6d. each. 

POCKET VOLUME EDITION. 11 vols. In neat case, 3l8. 6d, 

Ditto, ditto. Extra cloth gUt, in case, 358. 

POEMS. lUustrated Edition. 4to. Cloth, price 258. 
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Thomasina. 

A NoveL 2 voU. Crown 8vo. 

Thompson (A. C.) 

PBELTJDE8. A Volnme of Poems. Illiistrated by Elizabeth 
ThompBon(Paiiiterof "The Eoll Call"). 8vo. aoth, price 7«. 6d. 

Thompson (Eev. A. S.), British Chaplain at St. 

Petersburg. 

HOME W0BD8 70B WAKDXBSBB. A Volume of Sermons. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6$. 

Thoughts in Vebse. 

Small crown Svo. Cloth, price Is. 6d. 

Thbing (Rev. Godfrey), B.A. 

ETlOrS AHD BACKED LYBICS. Fcap. 8yo. Cloth, price 5$. 

Todd (Herbert), M.A. 

ABVAK; or, The Story of the Sword. A Poem. Crown Svo. 
Cloth, price 7«. 64. 

Tbahebne (Mrs. Arthur). 

TEE BOMAHTIC ANN ALS OF A NAVAL FAMILY. A New 

and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8yo. Cloth, price 5<. 

Tbavers (Mar.) 

THE SFINSTEBS OF BLATCHINOTON. A NoveL 2 vols. 
Crown Svo. Cloth. 

Tbevandrum Observations. 

obsebvations of maonetig declination made at 

TBEVANDBUM AND AeUSTIA MALLEY in the Observatories 
of his Highness the Maharajah of Travancore, 6.C.S.I., in the 
Years 1852 to 1860. Being Trevandrum Magnetical Observa- 
tions, Volume I. Discussed and Edited by John Allan Brown, 
F.B.S., late Director of the Observatories. 'With an Appendix. 
Imp. 4to. Cloth, price £3 3a. 

*^^* The Appendix, containing Reports on the Observatories and 
on 5ie Public Museum, Public Park, and Gardens at Trevandrum, 
pp. zii.-116, may be had separately, price 2l8, 

Tubneb (Kev. Charles). 

SONNETS, LYBICS, AND TBANSLATIONS. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 48. 6d. 

Tyndall (J.), LL.D., F.R.S. 

THE FOBMS OF WATEB IN CLOXTDS AND BIVEB8, ICE 
AND GLACIEBS. With Twenty-six lUustrations. Sixth 
Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, price Sa. 

Vol. I. of the International Scientific Series. 
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Umbba Oxoniensis. 

BESULTS OF THE EXFOSTITLATIOH OF TEE BIGHT 
HONOUBABLE W. £. GLADSTONE, in their Relation to the 
Unity of Roman Catholicism. Large fcap. Svo. Cloth, price 5«. 

Upton (Eoger D.), Captain late 9th Royal Lancers. 

NEWHABEET AND ABABIA. An Examination of the 
Descent of Racers and Coursers. With Pedigrees and Frontis- 
piece. Post 8vo. Cloth, price 9«. 

Vambery (Prof. Arminius), of the University of Pesth. 

BOKHABA : Its History and Conquest. Demy 8yo. Cloth, 
price 188. 

Van Beneden (Monsieur), Professor of the University 

of Louvain, Correspondent of the Institute of France. 

ANIMAL FABASITES AND MESSMATES. With 83 Dlus- 
trations. Second Edition. Cloth, price 58. 
Vol. XIX. of the International Scientific Series. 

Vanessa. 

By the Author of " Thomasina,** etc. A Novel. 2 vols. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth. 

Vaughan (Rev. C. J.), D.D. 

WOBDS OF HOPE FBOM THE PULPIT 07 THE TEMPLE 
CHUBCH. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 58. 

THE SOLIDITT OP TBTTE BEUeiON, and other Sermons 
Preached in London during the Election and Mission Week, 
February, 1874. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 38. 6d. 

FOBOET THINE OWN PEOPLE. An Appeal for Missions. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 38. 6d. 

THE TOTING LIFE EQVIPPINO ITSELF FOB GOD'S SEB- 
VICE. Being Four Sermons Preached before the University of 
Cambridge, in November, 1872. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 38. 6d. 

Vincent (Capt. C. E. H.), late Koyal Welsh Fusiliers. 

ELEMENTABT MILITABT OEOOBAPHY, BEGONNOITBING, 
AND SKETCHING. Compiled for Non-Commissioned Officers 
and Soldiers of all Arms. Square crown 8vo. Cloth, price 28. 6d, 

BUSSIA'S ADVANCE EASTWABD. Based on the Official 
Beports of Lieutenant Hugo Stumm, German Military Attache 
to the ELhivan Expedition. With Map. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 68. 

VizcAYA; or, Life in the Land of the Carlists at the 

Outbreak of the Insurrection, with some Account of the Iron Mines 
and other Characteristics of the Country. With a Map and Eight 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 98. 
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VoGEL (Prof.), Polytechnic Academy of Borlin. 

TEE CHEKICAL EFFECTS OF LIGHT AND FHOTOOSAPHT, 
in their appliofttion to Art, Science, and Indnstry. The trans- 
lation thoroughly reyised. With 100 ninstrations, including 
8ome beaotifii] Specimens of Photography. Third Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5«. 

VoL XV. of the International Scientific Series. 

Vyner (Lady Mary). 

EVEBT DAT A POBTIOK. Adapted firom the Bible and 
the Prayer Book, for the Private Devotions of those living in 
Widowhood. Collected and Edited by Lady Mary Vyner. Square 
crown 8vo. Cloth extra, price 5«. 

Waiting for Tidings. 

By the Author of "White and Black." 3 vols. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth. 

Wabtensleben (Count Hermann von), Colonel in the 

Prussian General Staff. 

TEE OPERATIONS OF TEE BOUTS ABUT IN JAHITABT 
AND FEBBTTABT, 1871. Compiled from the Official War Docu- 
ments of the Head-qnarters of the Sonthem Army. Translated 
by Colonel C. H. von Wright. With Maps. Demy 8vo. Clotii, 
price 6«. 

TEE OFEBATIONS OF TEE FIBST ABMT ITNDEB OEN. 
VON MANTEUFFEL. Translated by Colonel C. H. von Wright. 
Uniform with the above. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 9«. 

Wedmore (Frederick). 

TWO GIBL8. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth. 

Wells (Captain John C), E.N. 

SFITZBEBOEN— TEE GATEWAY TO TEE POLTNIA; or, A 

Voyage to Spitzbergen. With numerons Illastrations by Whymper 
and others, and Map. New and Cheaper Edition. Demy 8vo. 
Cloth, price 68. 

Wetmore (W. S.). 

COMMERCIAL TELEGBAPSIC CODE. Post 4to. Boards, 
price 42«. 

What 'tis to Love. 

By the Author of " Flora Adair," *• The Valne of Fostertown." 
3 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth. 

Whitaker (Florence). 

GEBISTTS INEEBITANCE : A London Story. Illustrated. 
Royal 32mo. Cloth, price 1«. 6<2. 
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White (Captain F. B. P.) 

THE SUBSTANTIVE SENIOBITT ABMT LIST— XAJOBS 
AND CAPTAINS. 8yo. Sewed, price 28. 6d. 

Whitney (William Dwight). Professor of Sanskrit 

and Comparative Philology in Yale College, New Haven. 

THE LIFE AND OBOWTH OF LANeUAOE. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5«. Copyright Edition, 
Vol. XVI. of the International Scientific Series. 

Whittle (J. Lowry), A.M., Trin. Coll., Dublin. 

CATHOLICISM AND THE VATICAN. With a Narrative of the 
Old Catholic Congress at Munich. Second Bklition. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 4«. 6d. 

Wilberforce (Henry W.) 

THE CHVBCH AND THE EMFIBES. Historical Periods. 
Preceded by a Memoir of the Author by John Henry Newman, 
D.D., of the Oratory. With Portrait. Post Svo. Cloth, price 
10«. 6d, 

Wilkinson (T. Lean). 

SHOBT LECTUBES ON THE LAND LAWS. Delivered before 
the Working Men's College. Crown Svo. Limp cloth, price 28. 

Williams (A. Lukyn), Jesus College, Cambridge. 

FAMINES IN INDIA ; their Causes and Possible Prevention. 
The Essay for the Le Bas Prize, 1875. Demy Svo. Price 58. 

Williams (Eev. Kowland), D.D. 

LIFE AND LETTEBS OF BOWLAND WILLIAMS, D.D., with 
Selections from his Note-books. Edited by Mrs. Rowland 
Williams. With a Photographic Portrait. 2 vols. Large post 
Svo. Cloth, price 248. 

THE PSALMS, LITANIES, COUNSELS, AND COLLECTS FOB 
DEVOXrr PEBSONS. Edited by his Widow. New and Popular 
Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 38. 6d. 

WiLLOUGHBY (The Hon. Mrs.) 

ON THE NOBTH WIND— THISTLEDOWN. A Volume of 
Poems. Elegantly bound. Small crown Svo. Cloth, price 7<. 6d. 

Wilson (H. Schiitz). 

STTTDIES AND BOMANCES. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 78. 6d, 

Wilson (Lieutenant-Colonel C. Townshend). 

JAMES THE SECOND AND THE DXTKE OF BEBWICE. 
Demy Svo. Cloth, price 128. 6d, 

WiNTERBOTHAM (Rev. E.), M.A., B.Sc. 

SEBMONS AND EXPOSITIONS. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 78. 6d. 
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WoRNOViTS (Captain Illia). 

AUSTRIAN CAYALBT EXERCISE. Translated bj Captain 
W. S. Cooke. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 7«. 

Wood (C. P.) 

A TAGETIKO CRTTISE IK THE SOUTH SEAS. Wiih Bin 
Photographic Illustrations. Demy 870. Cloth, price 78. 6d. 

Wright (Rev. W.), of Stoke Bishop, Bristol. 

MAN AND AKIMALS: A Sermon. Crown Svo. Stitdied in 
wrapper, price Is. 

WAITIKe FOR THE LIGHT, AHD OTHER SERMOHS. Crown 
8yo. Cloth, price 6s. 

Wyld (E. S.), F.RS.E. 

THE PHYSICS AND PHILOSOPHT OV THE 8EH8E8; or, 

The Mental and the Physical in their Mutual Relation. Illus- 
trated by several Plates. Demy Svo. Cloth, price IBs. 

YoNOE (C. D.), Regius Professor, Queen's College, 

Belfast. 

HISTORY OF THE ENGLISH REVOLUTION 07 168S. Crown 
Svo. Cloth, price 6«. 

ToRKE (Stephen), Author of "Tales of the North 

Riding." 

CLEVEDEN. A Novel. 2 vols. Crown Svo. Cloth. 

YouMANS (Eliza A.) 

AN ESSAY ON THE CULTURE 07 THE OBSERTING 
POWERS 07 CHILDREN, especially in connection with the 
Study of Botany. Edited, with Notes and a Supplement, by 
Joseph Payne, F.C.P., Author of " Lectures on the Scienoe and 
Art of Education," etc. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 2«. 6<l. 

7IRST BOOK 07 BOTANY. Designed to cultivate the Observ- 
ing Powers of Children. With 300 Engravings. New and 
Enlarged Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 5«. 

T0UMAN8 (Edward L.), M.D. 

A CLASS BOOK 07 CHEMISTRY, on the Basis of the new 
System. With 200 lllustraUons. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 5$. 

ZiMMERN (Helen). 

STORIES IN PRECIOUS STONES. With Six lUustrations. 
Third Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 5s, 



\ OouBton PrinHng Workit BeceUt, 



